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PRINTEP BY a A. ALVORD, NEW YORK. 




In tliis more embellished edition are iocluileil only those of the 
anthor's Poems which are upoa subjects Sacred or Reflective. They 
have been found, by the many tests of comparative popularity, 
to be those which are moet wanted — most looked for in a sepa- 
rate volume. 

Two or three of the Sacred Poems which follow have never 
before been inclnded in a volume. Written in mature years, 
they must stand eimply on their merits. For the others, may be 
repeated the apology made for them in the preface U> a previous 
editioD ; — 

"The author has suffered, as others have done before him, by 
a reputation too early acquired. Many of the poems which follow 
would have been very different, could the popularity of the 



viii PREFACE. 

thought embodied in them have been foreseen, and time and pains 
given to make the vehicle more worthy of its freight. Mending 
them has been thought of; but the mending of well-known poetry 
with new verses, shows as ill as new pieces of mahogany in old 
furniture. 

"Thus much said as to the defects of his poetry, the author 
has no hesitation in acknowledging the pedestal on which public 
favor has placed him. He wishes that he could climb to it again 
by a better considered path — (by a path less accidental, indeed, 
for he has written from present feeling, or for present gain, and 
with no design upon the future). But leaving, on the turn of the 
acclivity of life, all he has written, up to his meridian, he promises 
to himself more care in what shall occupy the down-hill side, — 
care, probably, come too late, though he feels, in truth, as if his 
ripeness of poetical feeling and perception were all before him. 

"To those wlio read him in his youth, the author commends 
this book." 
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"Room for the leper! Room I" And, as be came, 

The cry pasa'd on — "Room for the leper! Room!" 

Sunrise was slanting on the city gates 

Rosy and beautiful, and from the hills 

The early risen poor were coming in, 

Duly and cheerfully to their toil, and up 

Rose the sharp hammer's clink, and the far hum 
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Of moving wheels and multitudes astir, 
And all that in a city murmur swells — 
Unheard but by the watcher's weary ear, 
Aching with night's dull silence, or the sick 
Hailing the welcome light and sounds that chase 
The death-like images of the dark away. 
"Eoom for the leper!" And aside they stood — 
Matron, and child, and pitiless manhood — all 
Who met him on his way — and let him pass. 
And onward through the open gate he came, 
A leper with the ashes on his brow, 
Sackcloth about his loins, and on his lip 
A covering, stepping painfully and slow. 
And with a difficult utterance, like one 
Whose heart is with an iron nerve put down, 
Crying, "Unclean! Unclean!" 

'Twas now the first 
Of the Judean a^itumn, and the leaves. 
Whose shadows lay so still upon his path. 
Had put their beauty forth beneath the eye 
Of Judah's palmiest noble. He was young. 
And eminently beautiful, and life 
Mantled in eloquent fulness on his lip. 
And sparkled in his glance; and in his mien 
There was a gracious pride that every eye 



THE LEPER. 

Follow'd with benisons — and this was he! 
With the soft airs of summer there had come 
A torpor on his frame, which not the speed 
Of his best barb, nor music, nor the blast 
Of the bold huntsman's horn, nor aught that stirs 
The spirit to its bent, might drive away. 
The blood beat not as wont within his veins ; 
Dimness crept o'er his eye ; a drowsy sloth 
Fetter'd his limbs like palsy, and his mien, 
With all its loftiness, seem'd struck with eld. 
Even his voice was changed — a languid moan 
Taking the place of the clear silver key ; 
And brain and sense grew faint, as if the light 
And very air were steep'd in sluggishness. 
He strove with it awhile, as manhood will, 
Ever too proud for weakness, till the rein 
Slacken'd within his grasp, and in its poise 
The arrowy jereed like an aspen shook. 
Day after day, he lay as if in sleep. 
His skin grew dry and bloodless, and white scales. 
Circled with livid purple, cover'd him. 
And then his nails grew black, and fell away 
From the dull flesh about them, and the hues 
Deepen'd beneath the hard unmoisten'd scales. 
And from their edges grew the rank white hair, 
— And Helon was a leper! 
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Day was breaking 
'Wheu af the altar of the temple stood 
The holy prieat of God, The incense lamp 
Bum'd with a struggling light, and a low chant 
Swell'd through the hollow arches of the roof 
Like an articulate wail, and there, alone. 
Wasted to ghastly thinness, Ilelon knelt. 
The echoes of the melancholy strain 
Died in the distjint aisles, and he rose up, 
Struggling witli weakness, and bow'd down his head 
Unto the sprinkled ashes, and put off 
His costly raiment for the leper's garb ; 
And with the sackcloth round him, and his lip 




THE LEPER. 

Hid in a loatlisoine covering, stood still, 
Waiting to hear his doom: — 

Depart! depart, child 
Of Israel, from the temple of thy God I 
For He has smote thee with his chastening rod ; 

And to the desert- wild. 
From all thou lov'st, away thy feet must flee, 
That from thy plague His people may be free. 

Depart! and come not near 
The busy mart, the crowded city, more ; 
Nor set thy foot a human threshold o'er ; 

And stay thou not to hear 
Yoices that call thee in the way ; and fly 
From all who in the wilderness pass by. 

Wet not thy burning lip 
In streams that to a human dwelling glide; 
Kor rest thee where the covert fountains hide ; 

Nor kneel thee down to dip 
The water where the pilgrim bends to drink, 
By desert well or river's grassy brink ; 

And pass thou not between 

The weary traveler and the cooling breeze ; 
1* ' 



THE LEPER. 

And lie not down to sleep beneath the trees 

Where human tracks are seen; 
Nor milk the goat that browseth on the plain, 
Nor pluck the standing com, or yellow grain. 

And now depart I and when 
Thy heart is heavy, and thine eyes are dim, 
Lift up thy prayer beseechingly to Him 

Who, from the tribes of men. 
Selected thee to feel His chastening rod. 
Depart! leper! and forget not God! 

And he went forth — alone! not one of all 
The many whom he loved, nor she whose name 
Was woven in the fibres of the heart 
Breaking within him now, to come and speak 
Comfort unto him. Yea — he went his way, 
Sick, and heart-broken, and alone — to die! 
For God had cursed the leper! 

It was noon. 
And Helon knelt beside a stagnant pool 
In the lone wilderness, and bathed his brow. 
Hot with the burning leprosy, and touched 
The loathsome water to his fever'd lips, 
Praying that he might be so blest — to die I 
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Footeteps approach'd, and, with no strength to flee, 
He drew the covering closer on his lip, 
Crying, "Unclean! unclean!" and in the folds 
Of the coarse sackcloth shrouding up hia face, 
He fell upon the earth till they should pass. 
Nearer the Stranger came, and bending o'er 
The leper's prostrate form, pronounced his name — 




"Helonl" The voice waa like the master-fonc 
Of a rich instrument — most strangely sweet; 
And the dull pulses of disease awoke, 
And for a moment beat beneath the hot 
And leprous scales with a restoring thrill. 
"Helonl arise I" sjid he forgot hia curse, 
And rose and stood before Him, 
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Love and awe 
Mingled in the regard of Helen's eye 
As lie beheld the Stranger. He was not 
In costly raiment clad, nor on His brow 
The symbol of a princely lineage wore ; 
No followers at His back, nor in His hand 
Buckler, or sword, or spear — yet in His mien 
Command sat throned serene, and if He smiled, 
A kingly condescension graced His lips, 
The lion would have crouched to in his lair. 
His garb was simple, and His sandals worn ; 
His stature modelled with a perfect grace ; 
His countenance the impress of a God, 
Touch'd with the open innocence of a child ; 
His eye was blue and calm, as is the sky 
In the serenest noon; His hair unshorn 
Fell to His shoulders; and His curling beard 
The fulness of perfected manhood bore. 
He look'd on Helon earnestly awhile. 
As if His heart were moved, and, stooping down. 
He took a little water in His hand 
And laved the sufferer's brow, and said, "Be clean!" 
And lo! the scales fell from him, and his blood 
Coursed with delicious coolness through his veins. 
And his dry palms grew moist, and on his Ups 
The dewy softness of an infant's stole. 



HAGAR IN THE WILDERNESS. 

His leprosy was cleansed, and he fell down 
Prostrate at Jesus' feet and worehipp'd Lim. 
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The morning broke. Light stole upon the clouds 
With a strange beauty. Earth received again 
Its gamjent of a thousand dyes; and leaves, 



10 HAGAR IN THE WILDERNESS. 

And delicate blossoms, and the painted flowers, 
And every thing that bendeth to the dew, 
And stirreth with the daylight, lifted np 
Its beauty to the breath of that sweet mom. 

All things are dark to sorrow; and the liglit 
And loveliness, and fragrant air were sad 
To the dejected Hagar. The moist earth 
Was pouring odors from its spicy pores, 
And the young birds were singing as if life 
Were a new thing to them ; but music came 
Upon her ear like discord, and she felt 
That pang of the unreasonable heart. 
That, bleeding amid things it loved so well, 
Would have some sign of sadness as they pass. 
She stood at Abraham's tent. Her lips were pressed 
Till the blood started ; and the wandering veins 
Of her transparent forehead were swell'd out, 
As if her pride would burst them. Her dark eye 
Was clear and tearless, and the light of heaven, 
Which made its language legible, shot back. 
From her long lashes, as it had been flame. 
Her noble boy stood by her, with his hand 
Clasp'd in her own, and his round, delicate feet. 
Scarce train'd to balance on the tented floor, 
Sandall'd for journeying. He had looked up 



HAQAR IN THE WILDERNESS. 
Into his mother's face until he caught 
The spirit there, and hia young heart waa awelling 
Beneath hia dimpled bosom, and his form 
Straighten'd up proudly in hia tiny wrath, 
As if his light proportions would have aweli'd, 
Had they but match'd hia spirit, to the man. 




Why bends the patriarch as he cometh now 
Upon hia staff so wearily 1 His beard 
Is low upon his breast, and his high brow 
So written with the converse of his God, 
Beareth the swollen vein of agony. 
Hia lip is quivering, and his wonted step 
Of vigor is not there ; and though the mom 
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Is passing fair and beautiful, he breathes 
Its freshness as it were a pestilence. 

He gave to her the water and the bread, 
But spoke no word, and trusted not himself 
To look upon her face, but laid his hand 
In silent blessing on the fair-hair'd boy. 
And left her to her lot of loneliness. 

Should Hagar weep ? May slighted woman turn, 
And, as a vine the oak hath shaken ofl^ 
Bend lightly to her leaning trust again? 
no! by all her loveliness — by all 
That makes life poetry and beauty, no ! 
Make her a slave ; steal from her rosy cheek 
By needless jealousies ; let the last star 
Leave her a watcher by your couch of pain; 
Wrong her by petulance, suspicion, all 
That makes her cup a bitterness — yet give 
One evidence of love, and earth has not 
An emblem of devotedness like hers. 
But oh I estrange her once — it boots not how — 
By wrong or silence — any thing that tells 
A change has come upon your tenderness — 
And there is not a feeling out of heaven 
Her pride o'ermastereth not. 



HAGAR IN THE WILDEEKESS. 

She -went her way with a strong step and slow — 
Her press'd lip arch'd, and her clear eye undimtn'd. 
As if it were a diamond, and her form 
Borne proudly up, as if her heart breathed through. 
Her child kept on in silence, thougt she press'd 
His hand till it was pain'd; fc/r he had read 
The dark look of hia mother, and the seed 
Of a stem nation had been breathed upon. 




The morning pass'd, and Asia's sun rode up 
In the clear heaven, and every beam was heat. 
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The cattle of the hilla were in the shade, 

And the bright plumage of the Orient lay 

On Ideating bosoms in her spicy trees. 

It was an hour of restl but Hagar found 

No shelter in the wilderness, and on 

She kept her weary way, until the boy 

Hung down his head, and opcn'd his pareh'd lips 

For water; but she could not give it him. 

She laid him down beneath the sultry sky — 

For it was better than the close, hot breath 

Of the thick pines — -and tried to comfort him; 

But he was sore athirst, and his blue eyes 

Were dim and blood-sbot, and he could not know 

Why God denied him water in the wild. 

She aat a little longer, and he grew 

Ghastly and faint, as if he would have died. 




i too much for her. She lifted him, 
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And bore him ftirther on, and laid his head 

Beneath the shadow of a desert shrub ; 

And, shrouding up her face, she went away. 

And sat to watch, where he could see her not, 

Till he should die ; and, watching him, she mournVl : — 

" God stay thee in thine agony, my boy I 
I cannot see thee die; I caimot brook 

Upon thy brow to look. 
And see death settle on my cradle joy. 
How have I drunk the light of thy blue eye I 

And could I see thee die? 

" I did not dream of this when thou wast straying. 
Like an unbound gazelle, among the flowers; 

Or wiling the soft hours. 
By the rich gush of water-sources playing, 
Then sinking weary to thy smiling sleep. 

So beautiful and deep. 

" Oh no I and when I watch'd by thee the while, 
And saw thy bright lip curling in thy dream, 

And thought of the dark stream 
In my own land of Egypt, the far Nile, 
How pray'd I that my father's land might be 

An heritage for thee! 



16 DAVID'S GRIEF FOR HIS CHILD. 

" And now the grave for its cold breast hath won thee ! 
And thy white, delicate limbs the earth will press ; 

And oh ! my last caress 
Must feel thee cold, for a chill hand is on thee. 
How can I leave my boy, so pillow'd there 

Upon his clustering hair!" 

She stood beside the well her God had given 
To gush in that deep wilderness, and bathed 
The forehead of her child until he laugh'd 
In his reviving happiness, and lisp'd 
His infant thought of gladness at the sight 
Of the cool plashing of his mother's hand. 



iabib's ^xid for |is €\\{t 

'TwAS daybreak, and the fingers of the dawn 

Drew the night's curtain, and touch'd silently 

The eyelids of the king. And David woke. 

And robed himself, and pray'd. The inmates, now, 

Of the vast palace were astir, and feet 

Glided along the tesselated floors 

With a pervading murmur, and the fount 

Whose music had been all the night unheard. 
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Play'd as if light had made it audible ; 
And each one, waking, bless'd it unaware. 

The fragrant strife of sunshine with the mom 
Sweeten'd the air to ecstasy I and now 




The king's wont was to lie upon his couch 
Beneath the sky-roof of the inner court, 
And, shut in from the world, but not from heaven, 
Play with his loved son by the fountain's lip ; 
For, with idolatry confesa'd alone 
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To the rapt wires of his reproofless harp, 

He loved the child of Bathsheba. And when 

The golden selvedge of his robe was heard 

Sweeping the marble pavement, from within 

Broke forth a child's laugh suddenly, and words — 

Articulate, perhaps, io his heart only — 

Pleading to come to him. They brought the boy- 

An infant cherub, leaping as if used 

To hover with that motion upon wings, 

And marvellously beautiful ! His brow 

Had the inspired up-lift of the king's. 

And kingly was his infantine regard; 

But his ripe mouth was of the ravishing mould 

Of Bathsheba's — the hue and type of love, 

Eosy and passionate — and oh, the moist 

Unfathomable blue of his large eyes 

Gave out its light as twilight shows a star. 

And drew the heart of the beholder in ! — 

And this was like his mother. 

David's lips 
Moved with unutter'd blessings, and awhile 
He closed the lids upon his moisten'd eyes, 
And, with the round cheek of the nestling boy 
Press'd to his bosom, sat as if afraid 
That but the lifting of his lids might jar 
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The heart-cup's over-ftilness. Unobserved, 

A servant of the outer court had knelt 

Waiting before him ; and a cloud the while 

Had rapidly spread o'er the summer heaven ; 

And, as the chill of the withdrawing sun 

Fell on the king, he lifted up his eyes 

And frown'd upon the servant — for that hour 

Was hallow'd to his heart and his fair child, 

And none might seek him. And the king arose, 

And with a troubled countenance look'd up 

To the fast-gathering darkness; and, behold. 

The servant bow'd himself to earth, and said, 

"Nathan the prophet cometh from the Lord!" 

And David's lips grew white, and with a clasp 

Which wrung a murmur from the frighted child. 

He drew him to his breast, and cover'd him 

With the long foldings of his robe, and said, 

" I will come forth. Go now ! " And lingeringly. 

With kisses on the fair uplifted brow. 

And mingled words of tenderness and prayer 

Breaking in tremulous accents from his lips. 

He gave to them the child, and bow'd his head 

Upon his breast with agony. And so. 

To hear the errand of the man of God, 

He fearfully went forth. 

* * * -jf * 
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It was the morning of the seventh day. 
A hush was in the palace, for all eyes 
Had woke before the morn ; and they who drew 
The curtains to let in the welcome light, 
Moved in their chambers with unslipper'd feet, 
And listened breathlessly. And still no stir I 
The servants who kept watch without the door 
Sat motionless; the purple casement-shades 
From the low windows had been rolFd away, 
To give the child air; and the flickering light 
That, all the night, within the spacious court. 
Had drawn the watcher's eyes to one spot only, 
Paled with the sunrise and fled in. 

And hush'd 
With more than stillness was the room where lay 
The king's son on his mother's breast. His locks 
Slept at the lips of Bathsheba unstirr'd — 
So fearfully, with heart and pulse kept down. 
She watch'd his breathless slumber. The low moan 
That from his lips all night broke fitfully. 
Had silenced with the daybreak; and a smile — 
Or something that would fain have been a smile — 
Play'd in his parted mouth; and though his lids 
Hid not the blue of his unconscious eyes. 
His senses seem'd all peacefully asleep, 
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And Bathsheba in silence Lless'tl the mom — 
That brought back hope to her! But when the king 
Heard not the voice of the complaining child, 
Nor breath from out the room, nor foot astir — 
But morning there — so welcomeless and still — 
He groan'd and turn'd upon his face. The nighta 
Had wasted; and the mornings come; and days 
Crept through the sky, unnumber'd by the king. 
Since the child sicken'd; and, without the door, 
Upon the bare earth prostrate, he had lain — 
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Listening only to the moans that brought 

Their inarticulate tidings, and the voice 

Of Bathsheba, whose pity and caress, 

In loving utterance all broke with tears. 

Spoke as his heart would speak if he were there, 

And fill'd his prayer with agony. Oh God I 

To thy bright mercy -seat the way is far I 

How fail the weak words while the heart keeps on! 

And when the spirit, mournfully, at last, 

Kneels at thy throne, how cold, how distantly 

The comforting of friends falls on the ear — 

The anguish they would speak to, gone to Thee I 

But suddenly the watchers at the door 
Rose up, and they who minister'd within 
Crept to the threshold and look'd earnestly 
Where the king lay. And still, while Bathsheba 
Held the unmoving child upon her knees. 
The curtains were let down, and all came forth, 
And, gathering with fearful looks apart, 
Whisper'd together. 

And the king arose 
And gazed on them a moment, and with voice 
Of quick, uncertain utterance, he ask'd, 
"Is the child dead?" They answer'd, "He is dead!" 
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But when they look'd to see him fall again 
Upon his face, and rend himself and weep — 
For, while the child was sick, his agony- 
Would bear no comforters, and they had thought 
His heartstrings with the tidings must give way — 
Behold ! his face grew calm, and, with his robe 
Gather'd together like his kingly wont, 
He silently went in. 

And David came. 
Robed and anointed, forth, and to the house 
Of God went up to pray. And he return'd, 
And they set bread before him, and he ate — 



And when they marvelPd, he said, ^^ Wherefore mourn? 
The child is dead, and I shall go to him — 
But he will not return to meP 
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It was a green spot in the wilderness, 
Touch'd by the river Jordan. The dark pine 
Never had dropped its tassels on the moss 
Tufting the leaning bank, nor on the grass 
Of the broad circle stretching evenly 
To the straight larches, had a heavier foot 
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Than the wild heron's trodden. Softly in 
Through a long aisle of willows, dim and cool, 
Stole the clear waters with their muffled feet, 
And, hushing as they spread into the light. 
Circled the edges of the pebbled tank 
Slowly, then rippled through the woods away. 
Hither had come the Apostle of the wild, 
Winding the river's course. 'Twas near the flush 
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Of eve, and, with a multitude around, 
Who from the cities had come out to hear, 
He stood breast-high amid the running stream. 
Baptizing as the Spirit gave him power. 
His simple raiment was of camel's hair, 
A leathern girdle close about his loins. 
His beard unshorn, and for his daily meat 
The locust and wild honey of the wood — 
But like the fece of Moses on the mount 
Shone his rapt countenance, and in his eye 
Bum'd the mild fire of love — and as he spoke 
The ear lean'd to him, and persuasion swift 
To the chained spirit of the listener stole. 

Silent upon the green and sloping bank 
The people sat, and while the leaves were shook 
With the birds dropping early to their nests. 
And the gray eve came on, within their hearts 
They mused if he were Christ. The rippling stream 
Still turn'd its silver courses from his breast 
As he divined their thought. "I but baptize," 
He said, "with water; but there cometh One, 
The latchet of whose shoes I may not dare 
E'en to unloose. He will baptize with fire 
And with the Holy Ghost." And lo I while yet 
The words were on his lips, he raised his eyes. 
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And on tlie bank stood Jesus, He had laid 

His raiment off, and with his loins alone 

Girt with a mantle, and his perfect limbs, 

In their angelic slightness, meek and bare. 

He waited to go in. But John forbade. 

And hurried to his feet and stayed him there, 

And said, " Nay, Master ! I have need of thine^ 

Not thou of miner^ And Jesus, with a smile 

Of heavenly sadness, met his earnest looks, 

And answer'd, "Suffer it to be so now; 

For thus it doth become me to fulfill 

All righteousness." And, leaning to the stream. 

He took around him the Apostle's arm. 

And drew him gently to the midst. The wood 

Was thick with the dim twilight as they came 

Up from the water. With his clasped hands 

Laid on his breast, th' Apostle silently 

Followed his Master's steps — when lol a light, 

Bright as the tenfold glory of the sun, 

Yet lambent as the softly burning stars, 

Envelop'd them, and from the heavens away 

Parted the dim blue ether like a veil; 

And as a voice, fearfiil exceedingly, 

Broke from the midst^ "This is my much-loved Sc 

In whom I AM WELL PLEASED," a snow-whitc dove, 

Floating upon its wings, descended through ; 
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And shedding a swift music from its plumes, 
Circled, and flutter'd to the Saviour's breast. 




Uraihig t\i£ Janglter of |airus. 

l''iiE9HLY the ciwl Vjreutli uf the coming 
evi; 
' Stole through tho lattice, and the dying 
girl 

Felt it upon her forehead. She had lain 
Since the hot noontide in a breathless trance — 
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Her thin pale fingers clasp'd within the hand 
Of the heart-broken Ruler, and her breast, 
Like the dead marble, white and motionless. 
The shadow of a leaf lay on her lips, 
And, as it stirr'd with the awakening wind, 




The dark lids lifted fromljer languid eyes, 
And her slight fingers' moved, and heavily 
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She turn'd upon her pillow. He was there — 

The same lov'd, tireless watcher, and she look'd 

Into his face until her sight grew dim 

With the fast-falling tears; and, with a sigh 

Of tremulous weakness murmuring his name. 

She gently drew his hand upon her lips. 

And kiss'd it as she wept. The old man sunk 

Upon his knees, and in the drapery 

Of the rich curtains buried up his f ice ; 

And when the twilight fell, the silken folds 

Stirr'd with his prayer, but the slight hand he held 

Had ceased its pressure — and he could not hear, 

In the dead, utter silence, that a breath 

Came through her nostrils — and her temples gave 

To his nice touch no pulse — and, at her mouth. 

He held the lightest curl that on her neck 

Lay with a mocking beauty, and his gaze 

Ached with its deathly stillness. * * * 

* * * * It was night — 

And, softly, o'er the Sea of Galilee, 

Danced the breeze-ridden ripples to the shore, 

Tipp'd with the silver sparkles of the moon. 

The breaking waves play'd low upon the beach 

Their constant music, but the air beside 

Was still as starlight, and the Saviour's voice, 

3* 
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In its rich cadences unearthly sweet, 
Seem'd like some just-bom harmony in the air, 
Waked by the power of wisdom. On a rock, 
With the broad moonlight falling on his brow, 
He stood and taught the people. At his feet 
Lay his small scrip, and pilgrim's scallop-shell. 
And staff — for they had waited by the sea 
Till he came o'er from Gadarene, and pray'd 
For his wont teachings as he came to land. 
His hair was parted meekly on his brow, 
And the long curls from off his shoulders fell. 
And he lean'd forward earnestly, and still 
The same calm cadence, passionless and deep — 
And in his looks the same mild majesty — 
And in his mien the sadness mix'd with power — 
Fill'd them with love and wonder. Suddenly, 
As on his words entrancedly they hung, 
The crowd divided, and among them stood 
Jairus THE EuLER. With his flowing robe 
Gathered in haste about his loins, he came. 
And fix'd his eyes on Jesus. Closer drew 
The twelve disciples to theii; Master's side; 
And silently the people shrunk away. 
And left the haughty Euler in the midst 
Alone. A moment longer on the face 
Of the meek Nazarene he kept his gaze. 
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And, as the twelve look'd on him, by the light 
Of the clear moon they saw a glistening tear 
Steal to his silver beard; and, drawing nigh 
Unto the Saviour's feet, he took the hem 
Of his coarse mantle, and with trembling hands 
Press'd it upon his lids, and murmur'd low, 
^^ Master/ my daughter!''^ — ^ ^ * 



« « « ^ rfijjg same silvery light, 
That shone upon the lone rock by the sea. 
Slept on the Euler's lofty capitals. 
As at the door he stood, and welcomed in 
Jesus and his disciples. All was still. 
The echoing vestibule gave back the slide 
Of their loose sandals, and the arrowy beam 
Of moonlight, slanting to the marble floor, 
Lay like a spell of silence in the rooms. 
As Jairus led them on. With hushing steps 
He trod the winding stair ; but ere he touch'd 
The latchet, from within a whisper came, 
" Trouble the Master not— for she is dead 1 " 
And his faint hand fell nerveless at his side. 
And his steps falter'd, and his broken voice 
Choked in its utterance; — but a gentle hand 
Was laid upon his arm, and in his ear 
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The Saviour's voice sank thrillingly and low, 
"i?Ae is not dead — Imt sleepeHi." ■ 

They pass'd in. 
The spice-lamps in the alabaster urns 
Bum'd dimly, and the white and fragrant smoke 
Curl'd indolently on the chamber walls. 




The silken curtains alumber'd in their folds— 
Not even a tassel stirring in the air — 
And as the Saviour stood beside the bod, 
And pray'd inaudibly, the Ruler heani 
The quickening division of his breath 
As he grew earnest inwardly. There came 
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A gradual brightness o'er his calm, sad face; 
And, drawing nearer to the bed, he moved 
The silken curtains silently apart, 
And look'd upon the maiden. 

Like a form 
Of matchless sculpture in her sleep she lay — 
The linen vesture folded on her breast, 
And over it her white transparent hands, 
The blood still rosy in their tapering nails. 
A line of pearl ran through her parted lips. 
And in her nostrils, spiritually thin. 
The breathing curve was mockingly like life ; 
And round beneath the faintly tinted skin 
Ean the light branches of the azure veins ; 
And on her cheek the jet lash overlay. 
Matching the arches pencilled on her brow. 
Her hair had been unbound, and falling loose 
Upon her pillow, hid her small round ears 
In curls of glossy blackness, and about 
Her polish'd neck, scarce touching it, they hung. 
Like airy shadows floating as they slept. 
'Twas heavenly beautiful. The Saviour raised 
Her hand from off her bosom, and spread out 
The snowy fingers in his palm, and said, 
^^ Maiden! Arise P^ — and suddenly a flush 
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Shot o'er her forehead, and along her lips 
And through her cheek the rallied color ran; 
And the still outline of her graceful form 
Stirr'd in the linen vesture ; and ahe claap'd 
The Siiviour'a himd, and fixing her dark eyes 
Full ou his beaming conntenanue — aroseI 




% iibli-Stori for llot|OT. 

'TwAS sunset in thts land where Eden was — 
Haran, the fertile in the times of old. 
And now the flocks, from far-off field and hill, 
Home followed to the fold at Laban's well; 
And, when for them the stone was rolled away, 
They drank, and Jacob numbered them. For such 
As of its life had well fulfilled a day, 
The sunset seemed the giving of it joy — 
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Jo\ for the honi(,d cattle with their c ilves ; 
Joy for the goats with kids, the sheep with lambs; 
Joy for the birds, that tilted on their ne-^ts, 
Singing till twilight should enfold their young; 
And, from the lowly hut beyond the well, 
Rose the sweet laughter of the shepherd's babe ; 
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And Zilpah's son, and Billah's, on the clean 
Smooth floor between the household's circling tents 
Play'd with the children of the unloved Leah. 

But, in the shadow of the tallest palm, 

There stood a tent, apart. Th' untrampled grass 

Told of no frolic feet familiar there ; 

And silence reigned within its guarded room ; 

And, by the half-drawn curtain of the door. 

Sat one who felt her life too sorrowful 

To let the greeting of the sunset in. 

For, on the herds that watered at the well. 

And on the children that played joyous by. 

And on the flowers, and birds, and laden trees — 

Each lacking naught of life that was its own — 

How could she look and feel she was of them — 

Eachel — the childless? * * * 

* * * * 'Twas another eve; 
And other summers had on Haran smiled — 
An eve of golden glory, that, again. 
Found Jacob with his flocks at Laban's well. 
And now — uncovered, as at prayer — he stood. 
And looked where glowed the Bethel of his dream ; 
For, in the glory of that western sky, 
He saw again the ladder rise to Heaven, 
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And the ascending and descending troop 

That ministered to him who stood above — 

The place none other than the house of God — 

There, where he poured the oil upon the stone. 

As he came East from Canaan. And, as wont. 

In the devoutness of that evening hour. 

He recognized the covenant falfilled: 

For he had food, and raiment to put on — 

His cattle and his flocks in peace were thci-c — 

A God still with him, who increased his store, 

And kept him in the way that he should go. 

And who the holy promise would fulfill, 

Dearest to Jacob in that stranger land. 

To bring him to his father's house once more. 

Thus prayed he, with the setting of the sun. 

But, oh ! there was another gift from God, 

And far more precious, though unnamed with these ; 

Whose joy had waited not the sunset's glow 

To kindle it to prayer, but whose fond fire 

Burned a thanksgiving incense all the day — 

She whom he hved had borne to htm a child. 

And, to the tent that stood beneath the palm — 
The tent apart, that was so shut and lone — 
The glory of the evening entered now ; 
The silken cord drawn eagerly and far, 
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That tlie sun's greeting should be all let in- 
The roay record of a day fulfilled 
Being the mirror of a mother's joy — 
For, on the floor, rejoicing in its light, 




Lay the boy babe of Eachel. She, of all 
The daughters of the land most fair to see— 
Most loved, and so most needing to bestow 
A jewel from her heart on him she loved — 
She who of women was reproached to be 
Barren though beautiful — -and thus i 
Refusing to be comforted — behold! 
Qod had remembered her! 



mother loved — ■ 
You who have taken to your breast the child 
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New-given from your beauty unto him 

Whose soul is mingled in its life, the link 

Of an immortal spirit welded now 

Betwixt you twain forever, read you here 

How in the Scripture is your story writ ! 

The sands of gold, from Nature's running brook, 

Were singled truly in the olden time. 

That which was holiest in our daily life, 

Was, in inspired words, all wondrously 

First written — as the stars are set to bum — 

Small though they seem, of an undying brightness. 

Jacob's for Eachel was a human love — 

A heart won by the beauty of a maid 

Met, with her flocks, beside her father's well. 

How beautiful was Laban's daughter there, 

'Tis written ; and, how tenderly he loved. 

Is of his lifetime made the golden thread ; 

And, of her sorrow that she bare no child. 

And of the taking that reproach away, 

'Tis lessoned for the world to learn by heart — 

Sweet as a song — "God hearkened unto her." 

And oh, the bliss of Eachel in her child — 

Its hallowed fountain was twice Scripture-told ! 

Look thou, oh mother, how again 'twas writ — 

The story of thy babe as told in Heaven — 

"And God remembered her." 



40 SACRIFICK OF ABRAHAM. 



Clje ^amfia of 3il)ra|am. 

Morn breaketh in tlie east. The purple clouds 

Are putting on their gold and violet, 

To look the meeter for the sun's bright coming. 

Sleep is upon the waters and the wind ; 

And nature, from the wavy forest-leaf 

To her majestic master, sleeps. As yet 

There is no mist upon the deep blue sky. 

And the clear dew is on the blushing bosoms 

Of crimson roses in a holy rest. 

How hallpw'd is the hour of morning! meet — 

Ay, beautifully meet — for the pure prayer. 

The patriarch standeth at his tented door. 

With his white locks uncover'd. 'Tis his wont 

To gaze upon that gorgeous Orient; 

And at that hour the awful majesty 

Of man who talketh often with his God, 

Is wont to come again, and clothe his brow 

As at his fourscore strength. But now, he seemeth 

To be forgetful of his vigorous frame. 

And boweth to his staff as at the hour 

Of noontide sultriness. And that bright sun — 
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He looketU at its pencill'd mcBsengei-s, 
Coming in golden raiment, as if ull 
Were but a graven acroll of fearfulncsa. 
Ah, he is waiting till it herald in 
The hour to sacrifice his nmoh-Ioved son ! 




Light poureth on the world. And Sarah stands 
Watching the atepa of Abraham and her child 
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Along the dewy sides of the far hills, 

And praying that her sunny boy faint not. 

Would she have watched their path so silently, 

If she had known that he was going up. 

E'en in his fair-hair'd beauty, to be slain 

As a white lamb for sacrifice ? They trod 

Together onward, patriarch and child — 

The bright sun throwing back the old man's shade 

In straight and fair proportions, as of one 

Whose years were freshly numbered. He stood up. 

Tall in his vigorous strength ; and, like a tree 

Rooted in Lebanon, his frame bent not. 

His thin white hairs had yielded to the wind. 

And left his brow uncover'd ; and his face, 

Impress'd with the stern majesty of grief 

Nerved to a solemn duty, now stood forth 

Like a rent rock, submissive, yet sublime. 

But the young boy — he of the laughing eye 

And ruby lip — the pride of life was on him. 

lie seem'd to drink the morning. Sun and dew. 

And the aroma of the spicy trees. 

And all that giveth the delicious East 

Its fitness for an Eden, stole like light 

Into his spirit, ravishing his thoughts 

With love and beauty. Every thing he met. 

Buoyant or beautiful, the lightest wing 
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Of bird or insect, or the palest dye 

Of the fresh flowers, won him from his path ; 

And joyously broke forth his tiny shout. 

As he flung back his silken hair, and sprung 

Away to some green spot or clustering vine, 

To pluck his infant trophies. Every tree 

And fragrant shrub was a new hiding-place ; 

And he would crouch till the old man came by, 

Then bound before him with his childish laugh, 

Stealing a look behind him playfully, 

To see if he had made his father smile. 

The sun rode on in heaven. The dew stole up 

From the fresh daughters of the earth, and heat 

Came like a sleep upon the delicate leaves. 

And bent them with the blossoms to their dreams. 

Still trod the patriarch on, with that same step, 

Firm and unfaltering; turning not aside 

To seek the olive shades, or lave their lips 

In the sweet waters of the Syrian wells, 

Whose gush hath so much music. Weariness 

Stole on the gentle boy, and he forgot 

To toss his sunny hair from off his brow. 

And spring for the fresh flowers and light wings 

As in the early morning ; but he kept 

Close by his father's side, and bent his head 

Upon his bosom like a drooping bud. 
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Lifting it not, save now and then to steal 
A look up to the liico whose sternness awed 
His ehildislineaa to silence. 




Cff^ 



it was noon — 
And Abraham on Moriah bow'd himself. 
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And buried up liis face, and prayM for strength. 
He could not look upon his son, and pray; 
But, with his hand upon the clustering curls 
Of the fair, kneeling boy, he pray'd that (lod 
Would nerve him for that hour. ^ *••' *" 

''^ *'^ ^ * He rose up, and laid 
The wood upon the altar. All was done. 
He stood a moment — and a deep, quick flusli 
Pass'd o'er his countenance; and then he nerved 
His spirit with a bitter strength, and spoke — 
" Isaac ! my only son ! " — The boy look'd up : 
"Where is the lamb, my father?" — Oh the tones. 
The sweet, familiar voice of a loved child ! — 
What would its music seem at such an hour ! — 
It was the last deep struggle. Abraham held 
His loved, his beautiful, his only son. 
And lifted up his arm, and calFd on God — 
And lo! God's angel stay'd him — and he fell 
Upon his face, and wept. 
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It was a sultry day of summer-time. 

The sun pour'd down upon the ripen'd grain 
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With quivering heat, and the suspended leaves 
Hung motionless. The cattle on the hills 
Stood still, and the divided flock were all 




Laying their nostrils to the cooling roots, 
And the sky look'd like silver, and it aeem'd 
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As if the air liad fainted, and the pulse 

Of nature had run down, and ceased to beat. 

"Haste thee, my child!" the Syrian mother said,- 

"Thy father is athirst" — and, from the depths 

Of the cool well under the leaning tree, 

She drew refreshing water, and with thoughts 

Of God's sweet goodness stirring at her heart, 

She bless'd her beautiful boy, and to liis way 

Committed him. And he went lightly on, 

With his soft hands press'd closely to the cool 

Stone vessel, and his little naked feet 

Lifted with watchful care ; and o'er the hills, 

And through the light green hollows where the lambs 

Go for the tender grass, he kept his way. 

Wiling its distance with his simple thoughts. 

Till, in the wilderness of sheaves, with brows 

Throbbing with heat, he set his burden down. 

Childhood is restless ever, and the boy 
Stay'd not within the shadow of the tree, 
But with a joyous industry went forth 
Into the reaper's places, and bound up 
His tiny sheaves, and plaited cunningly 
The pliant withs out of the shining straw — 
Cheering their labor on, till they forgot 
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The heat and weariness of their stooping toil 
In the beguiling of his playful mirth. 
Presently he was silent, and his eye 
Closed as with dizzy pain, and with his hand 
Press'd hard upon his forehead, and his breast 
Heaving with the suppression of a cry. 
He utter'd a faint murmur, and fell back 
Upon the loosen'd sheaf, insensible. 

They bore him to his mother, and he lay 
Upon her knees till noon — and then he died! 
She had watch'd every breath, and kept her hand 
Soft on his forehead, and gazed in upon 
The dreamy languor of his listless eye. 
And she had laid back all his sunny curls 
And kiss'd his delicate lip, and lifted him 
Into her bosom, till her heart grew strong — 
His beauty was so unlike death ! She lean'd 
Over him now, that she might catch the low 
Sweet music of his breath, that she had learn'd 
To love when he was slumbering at her side 
In his unconscious infancy — 

"—So still! 
'Tis a soft sleep ! How beautiful he lies, 
"With his fair forehead, and the rosy veins 
Playing so freshly in his sunny cheek ! 



% 
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How could they say that he would die ! Oh God ! 
I could not lose him! I have treasured all 
His childhood in my heart, and even now, 
As he has slept, my memory has been there, 
Counting like treasures all his winning ways— 
His unforgotten sweetness: — 

" — Yet so still! — 
How like this breathless slumber is to death ! 
I could believe that in that bosom now 
There were no pulse — it beats so languidly ! 
I cannot see it stir; but his red lip! 
Death would not be so very beautiful ! 
And that half smile — would death have left that there? 
— And should I not have felt that he would die? 
And have I not wept over him? — and pray'd 
Morning and night for him? and could he die? 
— No — God will keep him ! He will be my pride 
Many long years to come, and his fair hair 
Will darken like his father's, and his eve 
Be of a deeper blue when he is grown ; 
And he will be so tall, and I shall look 
With such a pride upon him! — He to die!'' 
And the fond mother lifted his soft curls, 
And smiled, as if 'twere mockery to think 
That such fair things could perish. — 

— Suddenly 
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Ilcr hand ahruiik from Iiim, ami the color A.hI 

Fi-oiu licr fix'd lip, ami lior supporting knees 

Wore shook beneath her child. Her hand had toutih'd 

Ilirt foreliead, as she dallied with his hair — 

And it was cohl — like clay ! Slow, very slow, 

Caino the misgiving that her child was dead. 

She sat a moment, and her eyes were closed 

In !i dumb prayer for strength, and then she took 

llis little hi^iid and press'd it earnestly — 

And put her lip to his — and look'd again 

Fearfully on him — and then, bending low. 

She whisper'd in his ear, "My son! — my son!" 

And as the echo died, and not a sound 

Broke on the stillnea.'i, and he lay there still — 
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Motionless on her knee — the truth iroidd come! 
And with a sharp, quick cry, as if her heart 
AVere crush'd, she lifted him and held him close 
Into her bosom — with a mothers thought — 
As if death had no power to 'touch him tliere ! 

%t« ••« «•« •*• ••« »i# «•« 
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The man of God came forth, and led the child 
Unto his mother, and went on his way, 
And he was there — her beautiful — her own — 
Living and smiling on her — with his arms 
Folded about her neck, and his warm breath 
Breathing upon her lips, and in her ear 
The music of his gentle voice once more ! 



(the day before they were hanged on gibeah.) 

" Bread for my mother !" said the voice of one 
Darkening the door of Rizpah. She look'd up — 
And lo ! the princely countenance and mien 
Of dark-brow'd Armoni. The eye of Saul — 
The very voice and presence of the king — 
Limb, port, and majesty, — were present there, 
Mock'd like an apparition in her son. 
Yet, as he stoop'd his forehead to her hand 
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With a kind smile, a somethitig of his mother 
ITnhcnt the haughty arcliing of liis lip, 
And, through the darkness of the widow's heart 
Trembled a nerve of tenderness tliat shook 
Her thought of ])rid»* all suddenly to tears. 
"Whence eomest tlioii?" jiiiid Rizpah, 




" From the iiouso 
Of David. In his gate there stood a soldier 
Tliis in his hand. I pluck'.l it, and I said, 
'.1 king's son (hM it fjr hit hunijnj motliT !' 
God stay the famine T' 
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'"* As he spoke, a step, 
Light as an antelope's, the threshold pressed. 
And like a beam of light in to the room 
Entered Mephibosheth. What bird of heaven 
Or creature of the wild — what flower of eartli- - 
Was like this fairest of the sons of Saul I 
The violet's cup was harsh to his bhic eye. 
Less agile was the fierce barb's fiery stej). 
His voice drew hearts to him. His smile wjis like 
The incarnation of some blessed dream 
Its joyousness so sunn'd the gazer's eye ! 
Fair were his locks. His snowy teeth divided 
A bow of love, drawn with a scarlet tlireiid. 
His cheek was like the moist heart of the rose : 
And, but for nostrils of that breathing fire 
That turns the lion back, and limbs as lithe 
As is the velvet muscle of the pard, 
Mephibosheth had been too fair for man. 

As if he were a vision that would fad(\ 

Eizpah gazed on him. Never, to her eye. 

Grew his bright form familiar; but, like stars, 

That seem'd each night new lit in a new hefiven, 

He was each morn's sweet gift to her. She loved 

Her firstborn, as a mother loves her child. 

Tenderly, fondly. But for him — the last — 
5* 
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What had she done for heaven to be his inotlicr! 

Her heart rose in her throat to hear his voice; 

She look'd at him forever through her tears ; 

ller utterance, when she spoke to him, sank down, 

As if the lightest thought of him had hiin 

In an unfathom'd cavern of her soul. 

The morning light was j)art of him, to hei* — 

What broke the day for, but to show his beauty ? 

The hours but measured time till he should come; 

Too tardy sang the bird when he was gone ; 

She would have shut the flowers — and callVl the star 

Back to the mountain-toj) — and bade the sun 

Pause at Eve's golden door — to wait for hini ! 

Was this a heart gone wild? — or is the love 

Of mothers like a madness? Such as this 

Is many a poor one in her humble home, 

AVho silently and sweetly sits alone. 

Pouring her life all out upon her child. 

What cares she that he does not feel how clos(^ 

Her heart beats after his — that all unseen 

Are the fond thoughts that follow him by day. 

And watch his sleep like angels ? And, when moved 

By some sore needed Providence, he stops 

In his wild path and lifts a thought to Heaven, 

What cares the mother that he does not see 

The link between the blessing and her 2>rayer! 
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He who once wept with Mary — angcb keeping 
Their mithank'd watcb — ^are a foreshadowing 
Of what love is in heaven. We may believe 
That we shall know each other's forms hereafter, 
And, in the bright fields of the better land. 
Call the lost dead to us. Oh conscious heart ! 
That ill the lone path.s of thia shadowy world 
Hast blesa'd all light, however dimly shining, 
That broke njjon the darkncsa of thy way — 
Number thy lamps of love, tiiid tfll me. now, 
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I low many canst thou re-liglit at the stars 

And blush not at their burnin<i^? One — one onlv — 

J jit while your pulses by one heart kept time. 

And fed with faithful fondness to your grave — 

(Tho' sometimes with a hand stretched back from heaven,) 

Steadfast thro' all things — near, when most forgot — 

And with its linger of unerring trutli 

Pointing the lost way in thy darkest hour — 

One lamp — thy mother .^ love — amid the stars 

Shall lift its pure flame changeless, and, before 

The throne of God, burn through eternity — 

llolv — as it was lit and lent thee here. 



The hand in salutation gently raised 
To the bow'd forehead of the princely boy, 
Lingered amid his locks. ** I sold," he said, 
" My Lybian barb but for a cake of meal — 
Lo ! this — my mother ! As I pass'd the street, 
I hid it in my mantle, for there stand 
Famishing mothers, with their starving babes. 
At every threshold ; and wild, desperate men 
Prowl, with the eyes of tigers, up and down, 
Watching to rob those who, from house to house. 
Beg for the dying. Fear not thou, my mother ! 
Thy sons will be Elijah's ravens to thee !'' 

[unfinished.] 



JEPnTHAH'S DAUGHTER. 




ffjilitjiij's Sanijgttr. 



She stood before her father's gorgeous tent, 
To listen for his coming. Her loose hair 
Was resting on her shoulders, like a cloud 
Floating around a statue, and the wind, ■ 
Just swaying her light robe, reveal'd a shape 
Praxiteles might worship. She had clasp'd 
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Her hands upon her bosom, and had raised 

Uer beautiful, dark Jewish eyes to heaven, 

Till the long lashes lay upon her brow. 

Her lip was slightly parted, like the cleft 

Of a pomegranate blossom ; and her neck. 

Just where the cheek was melting to its curve 

With the unearthly beauty sometimes there, 

Was shaded, as if light had fallen off. 

Its surface vrds so polished. She was stilling 

1 ler light, quick breath, to hear ; and the white rose 

Scarce moved upon her bosom, as it swell'd, 

Like nothing but a lovely wave of light, 

To meet the arching of her queenly neck. 

Her countenance was radiant with love. 

She look'd like one to die for it — a beino; 

AVhose whole existence was the. pouring out 

Of rich and dee23 affections. 

Onward came 
The leaden tramp of thousands. Clarion notes 
]iang sharply on the ear at intervals ; 
And the low, mingled din of mighty hosts 
lieturning from the battle, pour'd from far, 
Like the deep murmur of a restless sea. 
They came, as earthly conquerors always conn*, 
With blood and splendor, revelry and wo. 
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The stately horse t reads proudly — he hath trod 

The brow of death, as well. The ehariot-whoels 

Of warriors roll maornifieentlv on - - 

Their weight hath crush'd the fallen. Man is there — 

Majestie, lordly man — with his sublime 

And elevated brow, and godlike frame ; 

Lifting his crest in triumph — for his hed 

Ilath trod the dying like a wine-press down I 

The mighty Jephthah led his warriors on 

Through Mizpeh's streets. His helm was proudly set, 

And his stern lip curFd slightly, as if praise 

Were for the heroes scorn. His step was iirni. 

But free as India's leopard ; and his mail. 

Whose shekels none in Israel might bear. 

Was like a cedar's tassel on his frame. 

His crest was Judah's kingliest ; and the look 

Of his dark, lofty eye, and bended brow. 

Might quell the lion. He led on ; but thoughts 

Seem'd gathering round which troubled him. The veins 

Grew visible upon his- swarthy brow, 

And his proud lip was pressVl as if with priin. 

He trod less firmly ; and his restless eye 

Glanced forward frequently, as if some ill 

He dared not meet, were there. His home was near: 

And men were thronging, with that strange delight 
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Tliey liuve in ]iuiiiuii passions, to observe 
Tho struggle of his feelings witU liia pride. 
He gazed intensely forwaRl. Tlie tall firs 
Il<'fore liis door were niotiuiiless. The leaves 
Of the sweet aloe, and the clustering vines 
Wliicli half conceuIVI his threshold, met his ey 
I'nthaDged and beautiful ; and one by one, 
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The balsam, with its sweet-distilling stems, 

And the Circassian rose; and all the crowd 

Of silent and familiar things stole up, 

Like the recovered passages of dreams. 

He strode on rapidly. A moment more, 

And he had reached his home ; when lo ! there sprung 

One with a bounding footstep, and a brow 

Of light, to meet him. Oh how beautiful ! — 

Her proud eye flashing like a sun-lit gem — 

And her luxuriant hair! — 'twas like the sweep 

Of a dark wing in visions. He stood still, 

As if the sight had wither'd him. She threw 

Her arms about his neck — he heeded not. 

She caird him "Father" — but he answer'd not. 

She stood and gazed upon him. Was he wroth ? 

There was no anger in that blood-shot eye. 

Had sickness seized him? She unclasped his helm. 

And laid her white hand gently on his brow. 

And the large veins felt stiff and hard, like cords. 

The touch aroused him. He raised up his hands, 

And spoke the name of God, in agony. 

She knew that he was stricken, then ; and rushM 

Again into his arms ; and, with a flood 

Of tears she could not bridle, sr^bbVl a prayer 

That he would breathe his agony in wonls. 

He told her — and a momentary flush 



JEPUTHAII'S DAUGHTER. 

Shot o'er her countenance ; and then the soul 
Of Jephthah'e daughter wakcn'd ; and she stood 
Cahnly and nobly up, and said 'twas well — 
And she woulit die, ***** 
The sun had well nigh set. 
The fire was on the altar; and the priest 
Of the High God was there, A pallid man 
"Was ati'ctfhiiig out his trembling haiids to heaven, 
As if ho would have jiniy'd, but had no words — 
And slie who was to die, the calmest one 
In Israel at that hour, stood up alone. 
And waited for the sun to set. Her face 
Was pale, hut very beautiful — her lip 
Had a more delicate outline, and the tint 
Was deeper ; hut her countenance was like 
The majesty of angels. 

The sun set — 
And she was dead — but not by violence. 
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C^rat'is toraita into |eni«alm. 

He sat upon the "ass's foal" and rode 
On to Jerusalem. Beside liini walk'd, 
Closely and silently, the faithful twelve, 
And on before him went a nmltitude 
Shouting Ilosannas, and with eager hands 
Strewing their garments thickly in his way. 

Th' unbroken foal beneath liim gently stcj)})'d, 
Tame as its patient dam; and as the song 
Of " welcome to the son of David " burst 
Forth from a thousand children, and the leaves 
Of the wav'd branches touch'd its silken ears, 
It turn'd its wild eye for a moment back. 
And then, subdued by an invisible hand, 
Meeklv trode onward with its slender feet. 

The dew's last sparkle from the grass had gone 
As he rode up Mount Olivet. The woods 
Threw their cool shadows freshly to the west. 
And the light foal, with quick and toiling step, 
And head bent low, kept its unslacken'd way 
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Till its soft mane was lifted by the wind 

Sent o'er the mount from Jordan. As he reach'd 

The summit's breezy pitch, the Saviour raised 

His calm blue eye — there stood Jerusalem! 

Eagerly he bent forward, and beneath 

His mantle's passive folds, a bolder line 
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Than the wont alightness of his perfect limbs 

Betray'd the swelling fulness of his heart. 

There stood Jerusalem! How fair she look'd — 

The silver sun on all her palaces, 

And her fair daughters 'mid the golden spires, 

Tending their terrace flowers, and Kedron's stream 

Lacing the meadows with its silver band. 

And wreathing its mist-mantle on the sky 

With the mom's exhalations. There she stooil — 




Jenisalem — the city of his love, 
Chosen from all the earth; Jerusalem — 
That knew him not — and had rejected him; 
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JtTusalom — for wlioni lie came to die! 

The shouts redoubled from a thousand lips 

At the fiiir sight; the children leap'd and sang 

Louder Ilosannas ; the clear air was fillVl 

With odor from the trampled olive-leaves — 

But " Jesus wept." The loved disciple saw 

His Master's tears, and closer to his side 

He came with yearning looks, and on his neck 

The Saviour leant with heavenly tenderness, 

And mourn'd — "I low oft, Jerusalem! would I 

Have gather'd you, as gathereth a hen 

Her brood beneath her wings — but ye would not!'' 

He thought not of the death that he should die — 

He thought not of the thorns he knew must pierce 

His forehead — of the buffet on the cheek — 

The scourge, the mocking homage, the foul sconi! — 

Gethsemane stood out, beneath his eye, 

Clear in the morning sun, and there, he knew, 

While they who "could not watch with him one hour" 

Were sleeping, he should sweat great drops of blood, 

Praying the "cup might pass." And Golgotha 

Stood bare and desert by the city wall. 

And in its midst, to his prophetic eye, 

Eose the rough cross, and its keen agonies 

Were number'd all — the nails were in his feet — 
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Th' insulting sponge was pressing on hia lips — 

The blood and water gushing from his side — 

The dizzy faintness swimming in his brain — 

And, while his own disciples fled in fear, 

A world's death-agonies all mix'd in his ! 

Ay! — he forgot all this. He only saw 

Jerusalem, the chosen, — the lov'd — the lost! 

lie only felt that for her sake his life 

Was vainly giv'n, and, in his pitying love, 

The sufferings that would clothe the Heavens in l)lack. 

Were quite forgotten. Was there ever love. 

In earth or heaven, equal unto this? 
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^tm ill ^rtjsmaiic. 

The moon was shining yet. The Orient's brow, 
Set with the morning-star, was not yet dim ; 
And the deep silence which subdues the breath 
Like a strong feeling, hung upon the world 
As sleep upon the pulses of a child. 
*Twas the last watch of night. Gethsemane^ 
With its bathed leaves of silver, seem'd dissolved 
In visible stillness ; and as Jesus' voice. 
With its bewildering sweetness, met the ear 
Of his disciples, it vibrated on 
Like the first whisper in a silent world. 
They came on slowly. Heaviness oppressed 
The Saviour's heart, and when the kindnesses 
Of his deep love were pour'd, he felt the need 
Of near communion, for his gift of strength 
Was wasted by the spirit's weariness. 
He left them there, and went a little on. 
And in the depth of that hushed silentness, 
Alone with God, he fell upon his face, 
And as his heart was broken with the rush 
Of his surpassing agony, and death, 
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Wrung to him from a dying tmiverse, 

Was mightier than the Son of man could bear, 

He gave his sorrows way — and in the deep 

Prostration of his soul, breathed out the prayer, 

" Father, if it be possible with thee, 

Let this cup pass from me." Oh, how a word, 

Like the forced drop before the fountain 1 

Stilleth the press of human agony ! 

The Saviour felt its quiet in his soul; 




And though his strength was weakness, and the light 
Which led him on till now was sorely dim, 
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He breathed a new submission — "Not mv will, 
But thine be done, oh Father !" As he spoke, 
Voices were heard in heaven, and music stole 
Out from the chambers of the vaulted skv 
As if the stars were swept like instruments. 
No cloud was visible, but radiant wings 
Were coming with a silvery rush to earth. 
And as the Saviour rose, a glorious one, 
With an illumined forehead, and the light 
Whose fountain is the mvsterv of God, 
EneahnVl within his eye, bow'd down to him, 
And nerved him with a ministrv of strcntrth. 
It was enough — and with his godlike brow 
Re-written of his Father's messenger, 
With meekness, whose divinity is more 
Than power and glory, he return'd again 
To his disciples, and awaked theil* sleep, 
For " he that should betray him was at hand." 
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J^bsalom. 



The waters slept. Night's silvery veil hnn,L' 
On Jordan's bosom, and the eddies curl'd 
Their glassy rings beneath it, like the still. 
Unbroken beating of the sleeper's pulse. 
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The reeds bent down the stream ; the willow leaves, 
With a soft cheek upon the lulling tide, 
Forgot the lifting winds ; and the long stems, 
Whose flowers the water, like a gentle nurse. 
Bears on its bosom, quietly gave way, 
And lean'd, in graceful attitudes, to rest. 
How strikingly the course of nature tells. 
By its light heed of human suffering. 
That it was fashion'd for a happier world! 

King David's limbs were weary. He had fled 
From far Jerusalem ; and now he stood. 
With his faint people, for a little rest 
Upon the shore of Jordan. The light wind 
Of morn was stirring, and he bared his brow 
To its refreshing breath ; for he had worn 
The mourner's covering, and he had not felt 
That he could see his people until now. 
They gathered round him on the fresh green bank, 
And spoke their kindly words ; and, as the sun 
Eose up in heaven, he knelt among them there. 
And bow'd his head upon his hands to pray. 
Oh! when the heart is full — when bitter thoughts 
Come crowding thickly up for utterance, 
And the poor common words of courtesy 
Are such an empty mockery — how much 
The bursting heart may pour itself in prayer ! 
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He pray'd for Israel — and his voice went up 

Strongly and fervently. He pray'd for those 

Whose love had been his shield — and his deep tones 

Grew tremulous. But, oh ! for Absalom — 

For his estranged, misguided Absalom — 

The proud, bright being, who had burst away 

In all his princely beauty, to defy 

The heart that cherished him — for him he pourVl, 

In agony that would not be controlrd, 

Strong supplication, and forgave him there. 

Before his God for his deep sinfulness. 

The pall was settled. He who slept beneath 
Was straightened for the grave; and, as the folds 
Sunk to the still proportions, they betray'd 
The matchless symmetry of Absalom. 
His hair was yet unshorn, and silken curls 
Were floating round the tassels as they sway VI 
To the admitted air, as glossy now 
As when, in hours of gentle dalliance, bathing 
The snowy fingers of Judea's daughters. 
His helm was at his feet : his banner, soil'd 
With trailing through Jerusalem, was laid, 
Eeversed, beside him : and the jewelPd hilt. 
Whose diamonds lit the passage of his blade, 
Rested, like mockery, on his covered brow. 
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The soldiers of the king trod to and fro, 

Clad in the garb of battle ; and their chief, 

The mighty Joab, stood beside the bier, 

And gazed upon the dark pall steadfastly. 

As if he fear'd the slumberer might stir. 

A slow step startled him. He grasp'd his blade 

As if a trumpet rang ; but the bent form 

Of David enter'd, and lie gave command, 

In a low tone, to his few followers. 

And left him with his dead. The king stood still 

Till the last echo died ; then, throwing off 

The sackcloth from his brow, and laying back 

The pall from the still features of his child. 

He bow'd his head upon him, and broke forth 

In the resistless eloquence of wo: 

" Alas ! my noble boy ! that thou shouldst die ! 

Thou, who wert made so beautifully fair ! 
That death should settle in thy glorious eye. 

And leave his stillness in this clustering hair! 
How could he mark thee for the silent tomb! 
My proud boy, Absalom ! 

" Cold is thy brow, my son ! and I am chill, 

As to my bosom I have tried to press thee ! 
How was I wont to feel my pulses thrill. 




Like a rich harp-string, yearning to caress thee, 
And hear thy sweet ' my /a(Aer /' from these dumb 
And cold lips, Absalom! 



" But death is on thee. I shall hear the gush 
Of music, and the voicea of the young ; 

And life will pass me in the mantling blush, 
And the dark tresses to the soft winds flung;- 
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But thou no more, with thy sweet voice, shalt come 
To meet me, Absalom ! 

" And oh ! when I am stricken, and my heart. 
Like a bruised reed, is waiting to be broken. 

How will its love for thee, as I depart, 

Yearn for thine ear to drink its last deep token ! 

It were so sweet, amid death's gathering gloom. 
To see thee, Absalom ! 

" And now, farewell ! 'Tis hard to give thee up, 
With death so like a gentle slumber on thee; — 

And thy dark sin! — Oh! I could drink the cup. 
If from this wo its bitterness had won thee. 

May God have call'd thee, like a wanderer, home, 
My lost boy, Absalom !'' 

He covered up his face, and bow'd himself 
A moment on his child ; then, giving him 
A look of melting tenderness, he clasp'd 
His hands convulsively, as if in prayer ; 
And, as if strength were given him of God, 
He rose up calmly, and composed the pall 
Firmly and decently — and left him there — 
As if his rest had been a breathing sleep. 
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OR, 

CONSECRATION OF A CHILD TO GOD. 

(Book of Samuel. *) 

Day dawned, and Hannah look'd upon her boy. 

She had arisen while the morning star 

Shone through the parted curtain of the tent, 

And wak'd the fair young sleeper ; and, once more 

— That fondest of a mother's tasks to be 

Her blessed happiness but this once more — 

Had wash'd the slight limbs of her perfect child, 

And, combing the soft ringlets that her vow 

Would keep unshorn till death, had strained him close 

In his unblemished beauty to her breast ; 

And now she girded the new vestments on, 

Which, to his frolic infancy, were strange ; 

Smoothing the knots of the uneven threads. 

And half caressing him as to his form 



* The description of the Tabernacle at Shiloh, and the particulars of the conse- 
cration of Samuel, are as collated from the sacred writers. 
7* 



HASSAH AND BAMUEL. 
Of symmetry she eliap'd eacli spotless fold ; 
Smiling lier 8WL(,t assurances the while 
In answer to Lis lisp of wondtniig words , 
Until, as rose the sun her fair hoj stood 
Brave in liis ntw appirel at her knee — 
Only the little feet is j et left b ire 
That press d their ros\ dimples to the ground 
This, and no more of mother e tisl i to ilo ' 
But, as she stoop d to bind the aindala on — 




Her face a moment hidden from her child, 
And the o'erburdened eyelids giving way 
With the lost balance of the cup too full — 
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The tears rain'd on her hands ! Of three sweet years 
Lone tending of the ofifspring ask'd of God — 
Offspring, as if her heart's pulse, brought to light, 
Had proved to be an angel, hidden there 
To take her bitterest reproach away — 
This was the last fond office ! 

Brightly shone 
The sun upon the Tabernacle now; 
And, from the holy altar in the midst 
Eose the white smoke into the cloudless air, 
While the wayfarers, with their bullocks slain, 
Gathered from tents without. They had come up 
From Eamah, a day's journey, to the courts 
Of Shiloh — Elkanah and all his house — 
To pay unto the Lokd their yearly vows, 
The incense, the burnt-offerings, oil and wine ; 
And Hannah, who, in answer to the prayer 
Here utter'd, when her barrenness she mourn'd. 
Had borne unto her husband "a man child" — 
Thus numbered among women well-belov'd — 
And who had tarried till the infant boy, 
Wean'd from her breast and nurtured by her care. 
Could from his mother's hands be let to go, 
Had come, in the fulfillment of her vow. 
To consecrate her first-born unto God. 
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It was the hour of prayer. And Eli came 

Forth where the Tabernacle's vail, of blue, 

Purple and scarlet, hung beneath tlie sky, 

With hooks of silver on its brazen posts. 

Girding the altar in. The cleansing priests 

Laid the shiin bullocks on the burning coals; 

The wine and oil were brought ; and spices rare 

Were swung in golden censers, to and fro. 

While blood was sprinkled on the hallow'd ground. 

And tow'rd the ark — (holding the Aaron's rod, 

The golden pot of manna, and the Book 

Of Moses' law — that Ark of many vails; 

Its ten of fine-twin'd linen loop'd with gold. 

Its ten of goats'-hair with the loops of brass. 

Its guarding leather of the hide of beasts. 

Its rams'-skins scarlet-dyed, and, round them all. 

The many-colored vail of outer work) — 

Toward this Ark, made fearful by the cloud 

That floated high betwixt the cherubim. 

Whose wings, miraculously still, reveal'd 

The place where dwelt the presence of the Lord — 

4 

Turn'd Eli with his prayer. 

The blessing sought. 
Uprose the High Priest in his sacred robe; 
And took the boy, who, by his mother's hand. 
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Was led before the altar ; and, with oil 
From out the brazen laver and with blood 
From the buint-ofFering, he anointed there 




-H^^^ 



The tiny fingers of ttie chosen child ^ 

The fingers that shouJd trim the sacred lamps, 

And lay the show-bread on the golden stonda, 
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And in tlie temple minister with oil — 

Thus hallowing for Goi) those infant hands I 

But lol as o'er his beautiful young head 

The " linen cphod" sacredly was thrown — 

The garment in wliose spotless folds there lay 

The symbol of his service for the Lord — 

The Holy Spirit enterVl to the child I 

As Eli's blessing died upon the lip, 

Lo! with uplifted hands, the child at prayer! 

'Twas to be told, that such are heard in Ueaveii. 

Twas to be written in the Holy Book, 

And read by mothers till the world should end, 

That, on the dav when consecrated first, 

An INFANT *' avorsiiipp'd God!" 

And Hannah look'd 
On her lov'd child, as, in his prayer, he knelt, 
Accepted of the Lord. The morrow's sun 
Would see her on her journey to the home , 
Which his bright playfulness would light no more 
The silken curls, so dear to her awaking, 
Miss'd from the pressure of her cheek at morn — 
His tiny footfall listened for in vain — 
His voice, his laugh, his murmur, silent all. 
And for her lord — who lov^ her, before ev'n 
Her womanhood's reproach had pass'd away, 
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But wlio, in happier days, she knew so well, 
Lov'd more to see the mother of his boy — 
Her lonely chamber would be silent now ! 
Childless in Eamah she would once more be. 
But, moum'd the mothey? 

Of the joy of one 
Whose son can thus be ** lent unto the Lord — " 
Joy in His strength, who thus, in Samuel, 
Proclaimed, by miracle, the child His care — 
Of joy for mothers, while the world should last — 
Sang Hannah, then, the Heaven-inspir'd first song — 
And Eevelation took those mother's words ; 
And by their hymning, now divinely writ. 
In Holy Scripture, as with pen of fire — 
An anthem for eternity — we know 
That joy is for the child that's " lent to God !" 
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THE WIDOW OF SAIN. 




C^E M.ih\3s flf llaiiu 



The Eoman sentinel stood Iielm'd and taJl 

Beside the gate of Nain. The busy tread 

Of comers to the city mart was done, 

For it was almost noon, and a dead heat 

Quiver'd upon the fine and sleeping dust, 

And the cold snake crept panting from the wall. 
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And bask'd his scaly circles in the sun. 

Upon his spear the soldier lean'd, and kept 

His idle watch, and, as his drowsy dream 

Was broken by the solitary foot 

Of some poor mendicant, he raised his head 

To curse him for a tributary Jew, 

And slumberously dozed on. 

'Twas now high noon. 

The dull, low murmur of a funeral 

Went through the city — the sad sound of feet 

Unmix'd with voices — and the sentinel 

Shook off his slumber, and gazed earnestly 

Up the wide streets along whose paved way 

The silent throng crept slowly. They came on, 

Bearing a body heavily on its bier, 

And by the crowd that in the burning sun, 

Walk'd with forgetful sadness, 'twas of one 

Moum'd with uncommon sorrow. The broad gate 

Swung on its hinges, and the Eoman bent 

His spear-point downwards as the bearers pass'd. 

Bending beneath their burden. There was one — 

Only one mourner. Close behind the bier. 

Crumpling the pall up in her withered hands, 

FoUow'd an aged woman. Her short steps 

Falter'd with weakness, and a broken moan 
8 




Fell from her lips, thicken'd convulsively, 
As her heart bled afresh. The pitying crowd 
Follow'd apart, but no one spoke to her. 
She had no kinsmen. She had lived alone — 
A widow with one son. He was her all — 
The only tie she had in the wide world — 
And he was dead. They could not comfort her. 
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JesTis drew near to Nain as from the gate 
The funeral came forth. His lips were pale 
With the noon's sultry heat. The beaded sweat 
Stood thickly on his brow, and on the worn 
And simple latchets of his sandals lay, 
Thick, the white dust of travel. He had come 
Since sunrise from Capernaum, staying not 
To wet his lips by green Bethsaida's pool, 
Nor wash his feet in Kishon's silver springs, 
Nor turn him southward upon Tabor's side 
To catch Gilboa's light and spicy breeze. 
Genesareth stood cool upon the East, 
Fast by the Sea of Galilee, and there 
The weary traveller might bide till eve ; 
And on the alders of Bethulia's plains 
The grapes of Palestine hung ripe and wild ; 
Yet, tum'd he not aside, but, gazing on. 
From every swelling mount he saw afar. 
Amid the hills, the humble spires of Nain, 
The place of his next errand ; and the path 
Touch'd not Bethulia, and a league away 
Upon the East lay pleasant Galilee. 

Forth from the city-gate the pitying crowd 
Follow'd the stricken mourner. They came near 
The place of burial, and, with straining hands, 
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Closer upon her breast she clasp'd the pall, 
And witli a gasping sob, quick as a child's, 
And an inquiring wildness flashing through 
The thin gray lashes of her fever'd eyes. 
She came where Jesus stood beside the way. 
lie look'd upon her, and his heart was moved. 
"Weep not!" he said; and as they stay'd the bier. 
And at his bidding laid it at his feet. 
He gently drew the pall from out her grasp. 
And laid it back in silence from the dead. 
With troubled wonder the mute throng drew near, 
And gazed on his calm looks. A minute's space 
He stood and pray'd. Then, taking the cold hand, 
He said " Arise !" And instantly the breast 
Heaved in its cerements, and a sudden flush 
Ran through the lines of the divided lips. 
And with a murmur of his mother's name. 
He trembled and sat upright in his shroud. 
And, while the mourner hung upon his neck, 
Jesus went calmly on his way to Nain. 




CHBIST'S MOTHER. 




Christ's W-iit\tt. 



The boy was sad, yet fair. 
The marvels of his birth were strange to hear, 
And, to regard his gentle face and speak 
Some fond word of him to his youthful mother 
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Seemed kindness to the humble Nazarenes 

Who stopped at Mary's door; but thoughtfully, 

She listened to their praises of the child — 

So less than all she kneio — and let her heart 

Look with its answer up to God. And day 

Followed on day, like any childhood's passing; 

And silently sat Mary at her wheel, 

And watched the boy Messiah as she spun ; 

And — as a human child, unto his mother 

"Subject" the while — he did her low- voiced bidding 

Or gently came to lean upon her knee 

And ask her of the tlioughts that in him stirred 

Dimly as yet, or with affection sweet, 

Tell murmuring of his weariness ; and there, 

All tearful-hearted, as a human mother 

Unutterably fond, while touch'd with awe — 

She paused, or with a tremulous hand spun on. 

The blessing that her lips instinctive gave, 

Asked of Him with an instant thought again. 

And when they " went up to Jerusalem, 
After the custom of the feast," and there 
" Fulfilled the days," and back to Nazareth 
Went a day's journey, and sought Jesus there, 
Among their kinsfolk who had gone before, 
And found him not — the mother's heart of Mary 
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Well knew, tliat wheresoever strayed the child, 

He could not go by angels unattended ; 

But, therefore, teas /ler tenderness untroubled f No. 

Though in her memory lay Gabriel's words, 

Brought her on wings at God's own throne unfolded; 

Though, in rapt speech, Anna the prophetess 

Had named him the Redeemer, newly born — 

And Simeon, forbidden to see death 

Till he had seen the Christ, had taken Him 

Into his arms, and prayed that he might now 

Depart in peace — though, of the song they siing, 

(That host, who, while the glory of the Lord 

Shone round about, told of his birth by night 

Unto the shepherds as they watched,) she knew 




The burden was a work yet unfulfilled— 
To Him the Saviour given, and yet, to do. — 
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Still was the child she loved gone from her now, 
And Mary "sought him sorrowing." 

And who 
" Kept all his sayings in her heart" but Mary ? 
It was not with unnatural brightness beaming 
From the fair forehead of the boy, nor yet 
By revelations from his infant lips 
Too wondrous to deny, that Jesus first 
Gave out the dawn of the Messiah morn 
Breaking within his soul. With wisdom only 
Reached hy the chikVs siinj^flicity — so oft 
Timer than sage's lore — and outward pressed 
By the divinity half conscious now, 
He argued in the Temple, and amazed 
The elders, seated in their midst — but none 
In these first teachings saw the Son of God, 
And he went back to Nazareth — a child — 
Unsought by the disputing priests again. 
And his strange words forgotten but hy Mary^ 

Who " KEPT THEM IN HER HEART." 

Oh, not alone 
In his pure teachings and in Calvary's woe. 
Lay the blest errand of the Saviour here. 
His walk through life's dark pathway blessed yet more 
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Distant from God so infinitely far 

Was human weakness, till He came to bear, 

With us, our weaknesses awhile, that fear 

Had heard Jehovah's voice, in thunder only, 

And worshipped trembhng. Heaven is nearer lunn. 

At God's right hand sits One luho teas a rhild^ 

Born as the humblest, and who here abodc^. 

Till of our sorrows he had suifercd all. 

They who now weep, remember that he wept. 

The tempted, the despised, the sorrowing, feel 

That Jesus, too, drank of these cups of woe. 

And oh, if of our joys he tasted less — 

If all but one passed from his lips away — 

That one — a mother's love — by his partaking 

Is like a thread of heaven spun through our life. 

And we, in the untiring watch, the tears, 

The tenderness and fond trust of a mother, 

May feel a heavenly closeness unto God — 

For such, all human in its blest excess, 

Was Mary's love for Jesus. 
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JTa^arns aiti M^^l* 



Jesi's was there but yesterday. Tlie prints 
Of his departing feet were at the door ; 
Ilis " Peace be with you !" was yet audible 
In the rapt porch of Mary's charmed ear ; 
And, in the low rooms, 'twas as if the air, 
Ilush'd with his going forth, had been the breath 
Of angels left on watch — so conscious still 
The place seem'd of his presence ! Yet, within, 
The family by Jesus loved were weeping, 
For Lazarus lay dead. 

And Mary sat 
By the pale sleeper. He was young to die. 
The countenance whereon the Saviour dwelt 
With his benignant smile — the soft fair lines 
Breathing of hope — were still all eloquent. 
Like life well mock'd in marble. That the voice, 
Gone from those pallid lips, was heard in heaven, 
Toned with unearthly sweetness — that the light. 
Quenched in the closing of those stirless lids. 
Was veiling before God its timid fire, 
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New-lit, and brightening like a star at eve — 
That Lazarus, her brother, was in bliss, 
Nor with this cold clay sleeping — Mary knew. 
Her heaviness of heart was not for him ! 
But close had been the tie by Death divided. 
The intertwining locks of that bright hair 
That wiped the feet of Jesus — tlie fair hands 
Clasp'd in her breathless wonder while He taut^ht- - 
Scarce to one pulse thrilled more in unison, 
Than with one soul this sister and her brother 
Had locked their lives together. In this love, 
Hallow'd from stain, the woman's heart of Mary 
Was, with its rich affections, all bound up. 
Of an unblemished beauty, as became 
An office by archangels filled till now, 
She walked with a celestial halo clad ; 
And while, to the Apostles' eyes, it seem'd 
She but fulfill'd her errand out of heaven — 
Sharing her low roof with the Son of God — 
She was a woman, fond and mortal still ; 
And the deep fervor, lost to passion's fire, 
Breathed through the sister's tenderness. In vain 
Knew Mary, gazing on that face of clay, 
That it was not her brother. He was there — 
Swathed in that linen vesture for the grave - 
The same loved one in all his comeliness — 
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And with him to the grave her heart must go. 
What though he talk'd of her to angels? nay — 
Hover'd in spirit near her? — 'twas that arm, 
Palsied in death, whose fond caress she knew! 
It was that lip of raiirblc with whose kiss, 
Morning and eve, love hemm'd the sweet day in. 




This was the form by the Judean maids 
Praised for its palm-like stature, as he walk'd 
With her by Kedron in the eventide — 
The dead was Lazarus [***** 
The burial was over, and the night 
Fell upon Bethany— and mom — and noon. 
And comforters and mourners went their way — 
But death stay'd onl They had been oft alone, 
When Lazarus had follow'd Christ to hear 
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His teachings in Jerusalem ; but this 
Was more than solitude. The silence now 
Was void of expectation. Something felt 
Always before, and loved without a name, — 
Joy from the air, hope from the opening door. 
Welcome and life from off the very walls, — 
Seem'd gone — and in the chamber where he lav- 
There was a fearful and unbreathiiig liusli, 
Stiller than night's last hour. So fell on Mary 
The shadows all have known, whose bleeding hearts 
Seem'd the torn gate through which the loved, departed, 
Broke from this world away. The parting soul 
Spreads wing betwixt the mourner and the sky ! 
As if its path lay, from the tie last broken. 
Straight through the cheering gateway of the sun : 
And, to the eye strained after, 'tis a cloud 
That bars the light from all things. 

Now as Christ 
Drew near to Bethany, the Jews went forth 
With Martha, mourning Lazarus. But Mary 
Sat in the house. She knew the hour was nigh 
When He would go again, as He had said, 
Unto His Father ; and she felt that He, 
Who loved her brother Lazarus in life, 
Had chose the hour to bring him home through Death 



98 LAZARUS AND MARY. 



In no unkind forgetfulness. Alone — 

She could lift up the bitter prayer to heaven, 

"Thy will be done, God!"— but that dear brother 

Had fiU'd the cup and broke the bread for Christ; 

And ever, at the morn, when she had knelt 

And wash'd those holy feet, came Lazarus 

To bind his sandals on, and follow forth 

With dropped eyes, like an angel, sad and fair — 

Intent upon the Master's need alone. 

Indissolubly link'd were they ! And now, 

To go to meet him — Lazarus not there — 

And to his greeting answer " It is well !" 

And, without tears, (since grief would weigh on Him 

Whose soul was over-sorrowful,) to kneel 

And minister alone — her heart gave way! 

She cover'd up her face and turned again 

To wait within for Jesus. But once more 

Came Martha, saying, " Lo ! the Lord is here 

And calleth for thee, Mary !" Then arose 

The mourner from the ground, whereon she sat 

Shrouded in sackcloth, and bound quickly up 

The golden locks of her dishevelled hair, 

And o'er her ashy garments drew a veil 

Hiding the eyes she could not trust. And still, 

As she made ready to go forth, a calm 

As in a dream fell on her. 
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At a fount 
Hard by the sepulchre, without the wall, 
Jesus awaited Mary. Seated near 
Were the way-worn disciples in the shade ; 
But, of himself forgetful, Jesus lean'd 
Upon his staff, and watched where she should come 
To whose one sorrow — but a sparrow's fallin;:^ — 
The pity that redeemed a world could bleed! 
And as she came, with that uncertain step, — 
Eager, yet weak, — her hands upon her breast, — 
And they who follow'd her all fallen back 
To leave her with her sacred grief alone, — 
The heart of Christ was troubled. She drew near, 
And the disciples rose up from the fount, 
Mov'd by her look of woe, and gathered round ; 
And Mary — for a moment — ere she look'd 
Upon the Saviour, stayed her faltering feet, — 
And straightened her veiFd form, and tighter drew 
Her clasp upon the folds across her breast; 
Then, with a vain strife to control her tears. 
She stagger'd to their midst, and at His feet 
Fell prostrate, saying, "Lord I hadst thou been here, 
My brother had not died !" The Saviour groan'd 
In spirit, and stoop'd tenderly, and raised 
The mourner from the ground, and in a voice. 
Broke in its utterance like her own. He said, 
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*' Where have yc laid him ?" Then the Jews wlio came, 

Following Mary, answer'd through their tears, 

" Lord ! come and see !" But lo ! the mi^^htv heart 

That in Gethsemane sweat drops of blood, 

Taking for us the cup that might not pass — 

The heart whose breaking cord upon the crass 

Made the earth tremble, and the sun afraid 

To look upon his agony — the heart 

Of a lost world's Redeemer — overflowed, 

Touched by a mourner's sorrow ! Jesus wept. 

Calm'd by those pitying tears, and fondly brooding 

Upon the thought that Christ so loved her brother, 

Stood Mary there ; but that lost burden now 

Lay on His heart who pitied her; and Christ, . 

Following slow, and groaning in Uimself, 

Came to the sepulchre. It was a cave. 

And a stone lay upon it. Jesus said, 

"Take ye away the stone!" Then lifted He 

His moistened eyes to heaven, and while the Jews 

And the disciples bent their heads in awe, 

And trembling Mary sank upon her knees. 

The son of God pray'd audibly. He ceased. 

And for a minute's space there was a hush, 

As if th' angelic watchers of the world 

Had stayed the pulses of all breathing things, 
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To listeu to that prayer. The face of Christ 
Shone as He stood, and over llim there came 




Command, as 'twere the living face of God, 
And with a loud voice, He cried, "Lazarus! 
Come forth !" Aud instantly, bound hand and foot, 
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And borne by unseen angels from the cave, 

He that was dead stood with them. At the word 

Of Jesus, the fear-stricken Jews unloosed 

The bands from off the foldings of his ehroud ; 

And Mary, with her dark veil thrown aside, 

Ean to him swiftly, and cried, "Lazarus I 

My Brother, Lazarus !" and tore away 

The napkin she had bound about his head — 

And touched the warm lips with her fearful hand- 

And on his neck fell weeping. And while all 

Lay on their faces prostrate, Lazarus 

Took Mary by the hand, and they knelt down 

And worshipped Him who loved them. 
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'^Then were there brought unto him little children, that ho should put his hands on them, 
and pray: and the disciples rebuked them. 

'^But Jesus said, Suffer little children, and forbid them not, to come unto me; for of Buch 
is the kingdom of heaven."— Matthew xix. 13, 14. 

^At the same time came the disciples untu Jesus, saying. Who is the greatest in the 
kingdom of heaven ? 

*^And Jesus called a little child unto him, and set him in the midst of them, 

"And said, Verily, I say unto you, Except ye be converted and become as little children, ye 
shall not enter into the kin<;dom of heaven. 

** Whosoever, therefore, shall humble himself as this little child, the same is greatest in the 
kingdom of heaven."— Matthew xviii. 1-4. 

The errand upon earth was well nigli done, 

A little more, and that dread passer-on — 

Time, that not even at the Cross stood still — 

Must come, with Calvary's ninth hour. And Christ 

Tum'd toward Jerusalem. Galilee was sweet, 

With its fair Mount, that was the step of heaven — 

(Whereon He had but just now stood, and through 

The door flung open to the throne of God, 

Drank strength in the transfiguring light) — and here 

Dwelt Mary, holy mother ; and 'twas here 

His childhood had been passed; and here the life 

E'en Christ must learn to love, to be " like us," 

Had been most sweet to him. But not where life 

So gently beautiftd is known — oh, not 



104 CHRIST BLESSING LITTLE CHILDREN 

Where Nature with her calm rebuke is heard — 



Could the Great Wrong be done! in Mammon's mart 

The crowded city, where the small, still voice 

Is, like the leaf's low whisper, overborne — 

Where the dark shadow, which before us falls 

When we are tuniin<^ from the light away, 

Seems at another's feet and not our own — 

Where, 'mid the multitude's bewildering shout, 

Anguish may moan unheedly and even 

Lama sal)acthavi go up unheard — 

There, only, could the Son of God be slain ! 

And when to his disciples Jesus said 

" Behold, we go up to Jerusalem," 

Then turned Ilis path from peaceful Galilee; 

Thence — to the scourge, the buffet, and the scorn, 

Gethsemane's last conflict, and the cross — 

The meek first step to Calvary was there ! 

And Christ passed over Jordan, to the coast 

Of populous Judea; and there came 

Multitudes to him, listening as he taught, 

And wondering at his miracles ; for lo ! 

Tlis calm word healed all sicknesses ; the blind 

Eose up and gazed upon the luminous brow 

Whose glory had shone through their darkened lids ; 

The dumb spoke ; and the leper became clean ; 
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And devils were cast out which had defied 

The word of his disciples. With new awe, 

Touched with compassionating love, looked tbest; 

Upon their Master now ; for, near at hand, 

They felt the shadow of His coming hour. 

And though His face shone, with the strengtli new given 

By the celestial sacrament of light 

Upon the Mount administered, they still 

Trembled, as men, for One who, as a man, 

Must pass through death — death of vsuch agony 

As for a world's transgressions might atone — 

Whose bitter cup even the Son of God 

Must shrink from, with a prayer that it might pass! 

Christ had told o'er His sorrows, to the end. 
They knew what must befall. In silence sad, 
Listened the Twelve, while jeered the Pharisee, 
And tempted him the Scribe — for so must He 
To his last victory come ; but eager still. 
Looked they where they might minister to Tlim, 
Or, watchfully, from that dark path of woe, 
Pluck out the needless thorn. 

The eventide 
Found Him among his questioners — the same; 
Patient and meek as in the morning hour — 
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And while the Scribes, with His mild answers foiled, 

Sat by and reasoned in their hearts, behold 

There was a stir in the close multitude, 

And voices pleaded to come nigh ; and, straight, 

The crowd divided, and a mother came, 

Holding her babe before her, and on Christ 

Fixing her moist eyes steadfastly. He turned, 

Benignant, as she tremblingly came near ; 

And the sad earnestness Hia face had worn 

While He disputed with the crafty Scribes, 
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Was touched with the foreshadowing of a smile. 

And, lo! another, and another still, 

Led by this sweet encouragement to come, 

Pressed where the first had made her trusting way ; 

And soon, a fair young company they stood — 

A band, who (by a lamp of love, new lit. 

And fed by oil of tenderness from Heaven - — 

By recognition, instinct as the eye 

To know, 'mid clouds, the twinkle of a star — 

By mother^s love) knew what must holiest be, 

And where to bring their children to be blest. 

And as Christ looked upon them, where they stood, 

And each would lay her infant in His arms. 

To see it there, and know that He had borne 

Her burden on His bosom, there rose up 

Some of the Twelve ; and, mindful of the night, 

And of the trials of the weary day. 

They came between, and bade them to depart, 

And trouble not the Master. Then did Christ, 

Reproving His disciples, call again 

The mothers they had turned from Him away ; 

And, leaning gently tow'rd them as they came. 

Tenderly took the babes unto His arms. 

And laid His hand upon their foreheads fair. 

And blest them, saying : Suffer them to come ; 

For, in my Father's kingdom, such are they. 



lOii CHKIST BLKSBING LITTLE CHILDREN. 

Whoso is humble as a little child, 

The same is grt-atci^t in the eourta of heaven. 




Spotless is infancy, we fondly feel. 
Angels in heaven are like it, He hath said. 
Molliet-s have dreauieil the sniiJe Ufwii the lips 
Of slumbering babes to be the memory 
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Of a bright world they come from ; and that, here, 

'Mid the temptations of this fallen star, 

They bide the trial for a loftier sphere — 

Ever progressing. Fearfully, if so, 

Give we, to childhood, guidance for higii heaven ! 

But, be this lofty vision as it may, 

Christ hlest them, here. And, oh! if in the hour 

Of His first steps to Calvary, and 'mid 

The tempters, who. He knew, had thus begun 

The wrongs that were to lead Him to tlic crus.'! : 

If here, 'mid weariness and gathering woe, 

The heart of Christ turned meltingly to tlicni. 

And, for a harsh word to these little ones, 

Though uttered but with sheltering care for Ilini, 

He spoke rebukingly to those He loved — 

If babes thus pure and priceless were to Christ — 

Holy, indeed, the trust to whom they're given ! 

Sacred are thevI 




BEAL'TY AFTE« DKATH. 




irautj %{Ut Sratj. 



* * * Death's blight upon the brow- 
His iron hand's cold impress on the iip- — 
Are not alike relentless unto all. 
Not always, when made ready for the grave, 
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Are the beloved ones beautiful no more. 

Nor all alike, to the bright throng who wait 

To give the welcome at the gate of Heaven, 

Seem the pale comers from this world away. 

And they — the loveliest to the eyes that mourn — 

They, of the blest throng of the sin-forgiven, 

Who fairest seem to angels — seldom they 

Were of the living who are called most fair — 

Seldom the young, the gifted, or the strong. 

But they whom pity for the pook has kept 

Tender of heart — these, with their parting breath, 

Put on the saintly beauty of the blest! 

For, oh how well that miracle is known 

To those who oftenest look upon the dead : — 

That, when life's changing features first are still — 

When first, with death's transparent calm, we see 

Through the far depths what pearl was hidden there — 

Then, o'er the features of the blest ones *' known 

For their good works," like Dorcas — those whose "alms 

Are in remembrance before God," like his 

To whom the " angel in bright clothing" came, 

Cornelius the centurion — there beams 

Light, from the warm heart that was shrined within — 

Light from the trembling of the pitying tear, 

Th' undying lamp lit for the sad and lone ! 

And, by that light — a smile upon the lips^ 
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Unquenched by life's last agony — we know 
That such are. they who are beloved of God :- 
Made fairer, even in Death's icy sleep, 
By the unwearied " waking of the heart" 
Which smiles as they go beautiful to Heaven. 





©n t\t leat| of a Umiimarj. 

How beautiful it is for man to die 
Upon the walls of ZionI to be eall'd, 
Like a watch-worn and weary sentinel, 
To put his armor o&, and rest — in heaven I 



The sun was setting on Jerusalem, 
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The deep blue sky had not a cloud, and light 
Was pouring on the dome of Omar's mosque, 
Like molten silver. Every thing was fair; 
And beauty hung upon the painted fanes ; 
Like a grieved spirit, lingering ere she gave 
Her wing to air, for heaven. The crowds of men 
Were in the busy streets, and nothing look'd 
Like woe, or suffering, save one small train 
Bearing the dead to burial. It pass'd by, 
And left no trace upon the busy throng. 
The sun was just as beautiful ; the shout 
Of joyous revelry, and the low hum 
Of stirring thousands rose as constantly ! 
Life look'd as winning ; and the earth, and sky, 
And every thing seem'd strangely bent to make 
A contrast to that comment upon life. 
How wonderful it is that human pride 
Can pass that touching moral as it does — 
Pass it so frequently, in all the force 
Of mournful and most simple eloquence — 
And learn no lesson ! They bore on the dead. 
With the slow step of sorrow, troubled not 
By the rude multitude, save, here and there, 
A look of vague inquiry, or a curse 
Half-mutter'd by some haughty Turk whose sleeve 
Had touch'd the tassel of the Christian's pall. 
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And Israel too passed on — the trampled Jew! 
Israel! — who made Jerusalem a throne 

« 

For the wide world — pass'd on as carelessly; 
Giving no look of interest to tell 
The shrouded dead was any thing to her. 
Oh that they would be gathered as a brood 
Is gathered by a parent's sheltering wings I — 

They laid him down with strangers ; for his home 

Was with the setting sun, and they who stood 

And look'd so steadfastly upon his grave, 

Were not his kindred ; but they found him there, 

And loved him for his ministry of Christ. 

He had died young. But there are silvered heads, 

Whose race of duty is less nobly run. 

His heart was with Jerusalem ; and strong 

As was a mother's love, and the sweet ties 

Religion makes so beautiful at home. 

He flung them from him in his eager race. 

And sought the broken people of his God, 

To preach to them of Jesus. There was one. 

Who was his friend and helper. One who went 

And knelt beside him at the sepulchre 

Where Jesus slept, to pray for Israel. 

They had one spirit, and their hearts were knit 

With more than human love. God call'd him home. 
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And he of whom I speak stood up alone, 
And in his broken-heartedness wrought on 
Until his Master calFd him. 

Oh, is it not a noble thing to die 
. As dies the Christian, with his armor on ! — 
What is the hero's clarion, though its blast 
Ring with the mastery of a world, to this ? — 
What are the searching victories of mind — 
The lore of vanished ages? — What are all 
The trumpetings of proud humanity, 
To the short history of him who made 
His sepulchre beside the King of kings? 



%t\itxk at §knmarii. 



I HAVE enough, God ! My heart to-night 
Runs over with its fulness of content ; 
And as I look out on the fragrant stars, 
And from the beauty of the night take in 
My priceless portion — yet myself no more 
Than in the universe a grain of sand — 
I feel His glory who could make a world, 



RRTKRIE AT OLENMART. 
Yet ill tlie lost depths of the wiklemesa 
Leave not a flower unfinishM! 




Rich, though poor! 
My low-roof'd cottage is this hour a Iiuavcu. 
Music is in it — and the song she sings, 
That sweet-voiced wife of mine, arrests the ear 
Of ray young child awake upon her knee ; 
And with his calm eye on his master's face, 
My noble hound lies eoucbant — and all here — 
All in this little home, yet boundless heaven — 



REVERIE AT GLEN MARY. 

Are, in such love as I have power to give, 
Blessed to overflowing. 

Thou, who look'st 
Upon my brimming heart this tranquil eve, 
Knowcst ita fulness, as thou dost the dew 
Sent to the hidden violet by Thee ; 
And, as that flower, from ita unseen abode, 
Sends its sweet brcatli nj], duly, to the sky. 
Changing its gift to iiiuetisc, so, oh God! 
May the sweet drops that to my humble euj) 
Find their far way from heaven, send up, to Thee, 
ranee at thy throne welcome ! 




THE BELFRY I'lliEOS. 




C^c Selfr^ Jigemt. 



On the cross-beam under the 01(1 South bell 
The nest of a pigeon is builded well. 
In summer and winter that bird is there, 
Out and in with the morning air : 
I love to see him track the street, 
With his wary eye and active feet; 



122 THE BELFRY PIGEON. 

And I often watch him as he springs, 
Circling the steeple with easy wings, 
Till across the dial his shade has pass'd. 
And the belfry edge is gain'd at last. 
'Tis a bird I love, with its brooding note. 
And the trembling throb in its mottled throat ; 
There's a human look in its swelling breast, 
And the gentle curve of its lowly crest ; 
And I often stop with the fear I feel — 
He runs so close to the rapid wheel. 

Whatever is rung on that noisy bell — 

Chime of the hour or funeral knell — 

The dove in the belfry must hear it well. 

When the tongue swings out to the midnight moon 

When the sexton chcerly rings for noon — 

When the clock strikes clear at morning light — 

When the child is waked with " nine at night" — 

When the chimes play soft in the Sabbath air, 

Filling the spirit with tones of prayer — 

Whatever tale in the bell is heard. 

He broods on his folded feet unstirr'd. 

Or, rising half in his rounded nest, 

lie takes the time to smooth his breast. 

Then drops again with filmed eyes. 

And sleeps as the last vibration dies. 



THE BELFEY PIGEON. 
Sweet birrl ! I would that I could be 
A hermit in the crowd like thee 1 
With wings to fly to wood and glen, 
Thy lot, like mine, is cast with men ; 
And daily, with unwilling feet, 
I tread, like thee, the crowded street ; 
But, unlike me, when day is o'er, 
Thou canst dismiss the world and soar, 
Or, at a half-felt wish for rest, 
Canst smooth the feathers on thy breast, 
And dnj]), forgt'tfiil, to thy nest. 
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'i\e Sal)bat|. 



It was a pleasant inoming, in tlie time 

"When the leaves foil — and tlie bright sun shone out 

As when the morning stars first sang together — 

Ro quietly and calmly fell his light 

Upon a world at rest. There was no leaf 

In motion, and the loud winds slept, and all 

Waa still. The lab'ring herd was grazing 

Upon the hill-side quietly — uneall'd 

By the harsh voice of man ; and distant sound, 

Save from the murmuring waterfall, came not 

Aa usual on the ear. One hour stole on, 

And then another of the morning, calm 
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And still as Eden ere the birth of man. 

And then broke in the Sabbath chime of bells — 

And the old man, and his descendants, went 

Together to the house of God. I join'd 

The well-appareird crowd. The holy man 

Eose solemnly, and breathed the prayer of faith — 

And the gray saint, just on the wing for heaven — 

And the fair maid — and the bright-hair'd young man — 

And child of curling locks, just taught to close 

The lash of its blue eye the while; — all knelt 

In attitude of prayer — and then the hymn. 

Sincere in its low melody, went up 

To worship God. 

The white-hair'd joastor rose 

And look'd upon his flock — and with an eye 

That told his interest, and voice that spoke. 

In tremulous accents, eloquence like Paul's, 

He lent Isaiah's fire to the truths 

Of revelation, and persuasion came 

Like gushing waters from his lips, till hearts 

Unused to bend were soften'd, and the eye 

Unwont to weep sent forth the willing tear. 

I went my way — but as I went, I felt 

How well it was that the world- wearv soul 

Should have its times to set its burden down. 
11* 
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EooM, gentle flowers ! my child would pass to heaven ! 
Ye look'd not for her yet with your soft eyes, 

watchful ushers at Death's narrow door ! 
But lo! while you delay to let her forth, 
Angels, beyond, stay for her ! One long kiss 
From lips all pale with agony and tears, 
Wrung after anguish had dried up with fire 
The eyes that wept them, were the cup of life 
Held as a welcome to her. Weep ! oh mother I 
But not that from this cup of bitterness 

A cherub of the sky has turn'd away. 

One look upon thy face ere thou depart ! 
My daughter I It is soon to let thee go ! 
My daughter I With thy birth has gush'd a spring 

1 knew not of — filling my heart with tears. 
And turning with strange tenderness to thee — 
A love — oh God! it seems so — that must flow 
Far as thou fleest, and 'twixt heaven and me, 
Henceforward, be a bright and yearning chain 
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Drawing me after thee 1 And so, tareweli ! 

"Tis a harsli world, in which affection knows 

No place to treasure up its loved and lost 

But the foul grave! Thou, who eo late wast sleeping 




Warm in the close fold of a mother's heart, 
Scarce from her breast a single pulse receiving 
But it was sent thee with some tender thought, 
How can I leave thee — here! Alas for man ! 
The herb in its humility may fall 
And waste into the bright and genial air, 
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While we — by liands that minister'd* in life 
Nothing but love to ns — are thrust away — 
The earth flung in upon our just cold bosoms, 
And the warm sunshine trodden out forever! 

Yet have I chosen for thy grave, my child, 
A bank where I have lain in summer hours. 
And thought how Httle it would seem like death 
To sleep amid such loveliness. The brook. 
Tripping with laughter down the rocky steps 
That lead up to thy bed, would still trip on. 
Breaking the dread hush of the mourners gone; 
The birds are never silent that build here. 
Trying to sing down the more vocal waters : 
The slope is beautiful with moss and flowers. 
And far below, seen under arching leaves. 
Glitters the warm sun on the village spire. 
Pointing the living after thee. And this 
Seems like a comfort ; and, replacing now 
. The flowers that have made room for thee, I go 
To whisper the same peace to her who lies — 
Eobb'd of her child and lonely. 'Tis the work 
Of many a dark hour, -and of many a prayer. 
To bring the heart back from an infant gone. 
Hope must give o'er, and busy fancy blot 
The images from all the silent rooms. 



THE GRAVE OF A NEW-BORN CHILD. 

And every sight and sound familiar to lier 

Undo its sweetest link— and so at last 

The fountain ^ that, once struck, muat flow forever— 

"Will hide and waste in silence. When the smile 




Steals to her pallid lip again, and spring 
Wakens the buds above thee, we will come, 
And, standing by thy musiu-haunted grave, 
Look on each other cheerfully, and say :— 
A child that we have loved is gone to heaven, 
And hy this fjate of flowers she pass'd away f 
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Co 111^ W^otlitx from tijc 21i)miui»^s. 

Mother! dear mother! the frrlinss mirst 
Ab 1 hung St thy houm, clung round lAtfJlrM. 
Twu tho tarliest link in love's nftrm chi^n- 
TIs the ODly one that trill loog wniln: 



< Btlll tr 



Mother 



w lAt tkartm'd chat: 



'Tis midijigTit the lone mountains on — 
The East is fleck'd with cloudy bars, 
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And, gliding through them one by one, 

The moon walks up her path of stars — 
The light upon her placid brow 
Eeceived from fountains unseen now. 

And happiness is mine to-night, 

Thus springing from an unseen fount; 
And breast and brain are warm with light, 

With midnight round me on the mount — 
Its rays, like thine, fair Dian, flow 
From far that Western star below. 

Dear mother! in thy love I live; 

The life thou gav'st flows yet from thee — 
And, sun-like, thou hast power to give 

Life to the earth, air, sea, for me ! 
Though wandering, as this moon above, 
I'm dark without thy constant love. 




132 THE DEATH OP HARRISON. 




f jf Jfat^ fff garrison. 



What I soiirVl thu olJ eiigle to tlie iit the sun! 
Liea he stiff with spread wings at the goal he hod won! 
Are there spirits more blest than the "Planet of Even," 
Who mount to their zenith, then melt into Heaven — 
No waning of fire, no quenching of ray, 
But rising, still rising, when passing away ? 
Farewell, gallant eagle 1 thou'rt buried in light I 
God-speed into Heaven, lost star of our nightl 



Death I Death in the White House I Ah, never before, 
Trod his skeleton foot on the President's floor! 
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e is look'd for in hovel, and dreaded in hall — 

The king in his closet keeps hatchment and pall — 

The youth in his birth-place, the old man at home, 

Iklake clean from the door-stone the path to the tomb; — 

.But the lord of this mansion was cradled not here — 

In a churchyard far off stands his beckoning bier ! 

He is here as the wave-crest heaves flashing on high — 
As the arrow is stopp'd by its prize in the sky — 
The arrow to earth, and the foam to the shore — 
Death finds them when swiftness and sparkle are o'er — 
But Harrison's death fills the climax of story — 
He went with his old stride — from glory to glory! 

Lay his sword on his breast I There's no spot on its blade 

In whose cankering breath his bright laurels will fade ! 

'Twas the first to lead on at humanity's call — 

It was stay'd with sweet mercy when " glory" was all ! 

As calm in the council as gallant in war. 

He fought for its country, and not its " hurrah !" 

In the path of the hero with pity he trod — 

Let him pass — with his sword — to the presence of God! 

What more ? Shall we on with his ashes ? Yet, stay ! 
He hath ruled the wide realm of a king in his day I 
At his word, like a monarch's, went treasure and land — 

12 
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The bright gold of thousands has pass'd through his hand. 

Is there nothing to show of his glittering hoard ? 

No jewel to deck the rude hilt of his sword — 

No trappings — no horses? — what had he, but now? 

On! — on with his ashes! — HE LEFT BUT HIS plough! 

Follow now, us ye list ! The first mourner to-day 
Is the nation — whose father is taken away! 
Wife, children, and neighbor, may moan at his knell — 
He was ^' lover and friend'' to his country, as well ! 
For the stars on our banner grown suddenly dim. 
Let us weep, in our darkness — but weep not for him ! 
Not for him — who, departing, leaves millions in tears! 
Not for him — who has died full of honor and years! 
Not for him — who ascended Fame's ladder so high 
From the round at the top he has stei)p'd to the sky! 




'/ 



DKDICATIUN HYMN. 




5«Mcation ^mini. 



The perfect worlil by .Vdain tnjd, 
"Was the first teinplo^built by (rixl — 
His fiat laid the corner-atone, 
And heaved ita pillars, one by one. 

He hung its starry roof on high — 
The broad illimitable sky; 
He spread its pavement, green and bright, 
And curtain'd it with morning light. 



The mountains in their places stood — 
The sea — the sky — and "all was good;' 
And when its first pure praises rang. 
The " morning stars together sang." 
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Lord ! 'tis not ours to make the sea 
And earth and sky a house for thee ; 
But in thy sight our off' ring stands — 
A humbler temple, " made with hands." 



A AVAKING AND SLK PIPING DRPwVM. 

KiGHT is the sick man's day, 
For the soul wakens as the body fails. 
I had t(^ld weary hours ; but, with the hush 
Of midnight, my last memory of pain 
Had still'd before a thought of sudden brightness, 
And, like one rising upon spirit-limbs, 
Rose I, and wander'd with that thought, away. 
Oh, the blest truants that we are, when sense, 
The master, is too weak to call us in, 
And, loosed as if the school-time of a life 
Were over, with its spirit-checking toils, 
We to the fields stray — following where'er 
Fancy, the vagrant, calls us I 

All unshod 
Went by the hours, that with such heavy heel 
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Come last in the slow vigils of the strong, 

And the dawn broke. Called in from spirit-straying, 

I knew again that I was weak and ill, 

Beginning on another day of pain ; 

But, with a blessing on my Thought — (whose track 

Far through a wilderness untrod before, 

It seem'd that I might tell oif with a pen 

Wing'd with illuminated words) — I slept. 

And presently I dream'd. In conscious sleep, 
I knew that what I saw was but a dream. 
The curtains of my bed, I knew, the while. 
Tented me round ; and on a couch beyond 
Lay a loved watcher by a dimming lamp ; 
And I remember'd her — and where I lay — 
And that the hour was morning — yet I saw. 
As if my dim room were dissolved in air, 
The vision I shall paint you. 

Lo! my Thought! — 
The Thought that I had followed in rapt waking, 
And of whose sweet revealings unto me, 
I long'd, in glowing words, to tell the world — 
That Thought I saw — clad in a breathing shape, 
And, like a sylph upon an errand sped. 
Prone for an arrowy flight, and through the air 

12* 
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Cleaving its way resistless. The cleft wind, 

Revealiugly, to that symmetric Thought 

Pressed its transparent dress; and beautiful — 

Oh, beautiful as are the shapes divine 

Which woman's form makes possible to dream — 

Lay its impulsive outline on the air. 

I kindled with the pride that it was mine. 

The glory of its beauty — of my soul 

The easy effluence, moulded with a breath. 

And given, a rich gift, idly to the world ! 

And carelessly I sped it on its way — 

But — turned to look on it once more. 

And, lo ! 
A cloud, now, lay aback between its wings, 
Drawn by its motion onward — a small cloud 
That, from the night-enveloped world below, 
Seem'd lighted by the half-arisen moon. 
I saw it, not as one upon the earth. 
But as they see from Heaven. And as, again, 
I watch'd that Thought — (irrevocably sped. 
Without a fear that it might turn to ill. 
Without a prayer that it might bless in fleeing)- 
Behold, all calmly with it, on the cloud. 
Rode a wing'd angel with an open book ; 
And — of the hearts it moved — and of the dreams^ 



TH K TllUUlllIT AKRKL 




Pfumons, ami hopes it caWd im as it fltiv — 
Of all it gave a voice to, that had else 
StuTnber'd unutter'd in the thought-ritkd world— 
That angel kept a record. 
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'' Thou, hereafter," 
Said a voice near me, " shalt that record hear ; 
For, ill thy using of that gift of power. 
Speeding what Thought thou wilt across the world, 
Thou speak'st with the pervading voice of God, 
And, as thy sway of the world's heart, will be 
The reckoning with thy Maker. Human Thought, 
Oh poet, lightly may take wondrous wings. 
Thy careless link binds words to travel far. 
But oh, take heed! — for see — by dream-revealing — 
How TJioughts of power ivith angels go attended^ 
Outfleeing never the calm pen that ivrites 
Their history for Heaven /" 

The sun shone in 
Upon my wind-stirr'd curtains, and I woke. 
And this had been a dream. 'Tis sometimes so: — 
We dream ourselves what we have striven to be, 
And hear what had been well for us to hear. 
Did our dreams shadow what we are. 



GIRL LEADING HEH BLIND MOTHEB, Ul 



^^^Sp^ 




®n a f irtnn of a ^irl JeaiJing \tx flin^ 
Poller t|m()J t|£ ^ooS. 

The green leaves as we pass 
Lay their light fingers on thee unaware, 
And by thysi^le the hazels cluster fair, 

And the low forest-grass 
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Grows green and silken where the wood-paths wind 
Alas I for thee, sweet mother I thou art blind I 

And nature is all bright; 
And the faint gray and crimson of the dawn, 
Like folded curtains from the day are drawn ; 

And evening's purple light 
Quivers in tremulous softness on the sky — 
Alas ! sweet mother ! for tby clouded eye ! 

The moon's new silver shell 
Trembles above thee, and the stars float up, 
In the blue air, and the rich tulip's cup 

Is pencill'd passing well. 
And the swift birds on glorious pinions flee — 
Alas! sweet mother! that thou canst not see! 

And the kind looks of friends 
Peruse the sad expression in thy face. 
And the child stops amid his bounding race. 

And the tall stripling bends 
Low to thine ear with duty unforgot — 
Alas! sweet mother! that thou seest them not! 

But thou canst liear I and love 
May richly on a human tone be pour'd. 



\ 
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And the least cadence oi a whispered word 

A daughter's love may prove — 
And while I speak thou knowest if I smile, 
Albeit thou canst not see my face the while ! 

Yes, thou canst hear! and He 
Who on thy sightless eye its darkness hung, 
To the attentive ear, like harps, hath strung 

Heaven and earth and sea ! 
And 'tis a lesson in our hearts to know — 
With hut one sense the soul may overjioiu. 




JANUAKY I, 




laiuuiri 1, 1820. 



Winter is come Jigaiii. The sweet south-west 
Is a foi^tten wind, and the strong earth 
Has laid aside its mantle to be bound 
By the frost fetter. There is not a sound, 
Save of the skater's hed, and there is laid 
An iey finger on the lip of streams, 
And the clear icicle hangs cold and still, 
And the snow-fall is noiseless as a thought. 
Spring has a rushing sound, and Summer sends 
Many sweet voiees with its odors out, 



JANUARY 1, 1829. U5 

And Autumn rustleth its decaying robe 
With a complaining whisper. Winter's dumb ! 
God made his ministry a silent one, 
And he has given him a foot of steel 
And an unlovely aspect, and a breath 
Sharp to the senses — and we know that He 
Tempereth well, and hath a meaning hid 
Under the shadow of His hand. Look up ; 
And it shall be interpreted — Your home 
Hath a temptation now I There is no voice 
Of waters with beguiling for your ear. 
And the cool forest and the meadows green 
Witch not your feet away ; and in the dells 
There are no violets, and upon the hills 
There are no sunny places to lie down. 
You must go in, and by your cheerful fire 
Wait for the offices of love, and hear 
Accents of human tenderness, and feast 
Your eye upon the beauty of the young. 
It is a season for the quiet thought, 
And the still reckoning with thyself. The year 
Gives back the spirits of its dead, and time 
Whispers the history of its vanished hours ; 
And the heart, calling its affections up, 
Counteth its wasted ingots. Life stands still 
And settles like a fountain, and the eye 

13 



TO LAURA W- 



Sees clearly tlirough ita deptlis, and noteth all 
That 3tirr'(l its troiible<l watera. It is well 
Tliat Winter with the dying year should come I 




^0 Jaura C— , Slutr fears of %^l 

HRKiur hi! the skies that cover thee, 

Child of the sunny brow — 
Bright as the dream flung over thee— 

By all tliat meets thee now — 
Thy heart is beating joyously, 

Thy voiee is like a bird's — 



N 
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And sweetly breaks tlie melody 

Of thy imperfect words. 
I know no fount that gushes out 
As gladly as thy tiny shout. 

I would that thou might'st ever be 

As beautiful as now, — 
That time might ever leave as free 

Thy yet unwritten brow : 
I would life were " all poetry" 

To gentle measure set, 
That naught but chasten'd melody 

Might stain thine eye of jet — 
Nor one discordant note be spoken, 
Till God the cunning harp hath broken. 

I would — but deeper things than these 

With woman's lot are wove : 
Wrought of intensest sympathies. 

And nerved by purest love — 
By the strong spirit's discipline, 

By the fierce wrong forgiven, 
By all that wrings the heart of sin, 

Is woman won to heaven. 
" Her lot is on thee," lovely child — 
God keep thy spirit undefiled ! 
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I fear thy gentle loveliness, 

Thy witching tone and air, 
Thine eye's beseeching earnestness 

May be to thee a snare. 
The silver stars may purely shine, 

The waters taintless flow — 
But they who kneel at woman's shrine, 

Wreathe poisons as they bow — 
She may fling back the gift again, 
But the crush'd flower will oftenest stain. 

What shall preserve thee, beautiful child? 

Keep thee as thou art now? 
Bring thee, a spirit undefiled. 

At God's pure throne to bow? 
The world is but a broken reed. 

And life grows early dim — 
Who shall be near thee in thy need. 

To lead thee up to Him? 
He, who himself was "undefiled?" 
With Him we trust thee, beautiful child ! 



JANUARY 1, 




iHitrarj 1, 182«. 



Fleetly hath pass'd the year. The seasons came 

Duly as they are wont — the gentle Spring, 

And the delicious Summer, and the cool, 

Rich Autumn, with the nodding of the grain. 

And Winter, like an old and hoary man, 

Frosty and stiff — and so are chronicled. 

We have read gladness in the new green leaf, 

And in the first-blown violets ; we have drunk 

Cool water from the rock, and in the shade 

Sunk to the noon-tide slumber ; — we have pluck'd 

The mellow fruitage of the bending tree, 

And girded to our pleasant wanderings 
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When the cool wind came freshly from the hills; 

And when the tinting of the Autumn leaves 

Had faded from its glory, we have sat 

By the good fires of Winter, and rejoiced 

Over the fulness of the gather'd sheaf. 

*^ God hath been very good !" 'Tis He whose hand 

Moulded the sunny hills, and hollow'd out 

The shelter of the valleys, and doth keep 

Tlie fountains in their secret places cool; 

And it is He who leadeth up the sun, 

And ordereth the starry influences, 

And tempereth the keenness of the frost — 

And therefore, in the plenty of the feast. 

And in the lifting of the cup, let Him 

Have praises for the well-completed year. 




FLOKKKCE GRAY. 



limine fell. 



I WAS ill drcirc'. It was the liour 

of iit«)n, 
An<l the EgL-aii winil L;iJ droppM 

aaleui 




Upon Iljmcttiis, iinil tlie thymy isles 

Of Salarais and Kgina lay hung 

Like clouds upon the bright and breathlesa se 

I liad climb'd up the Acropolis at mom, 

And hours had fled, as time will in a dream, 
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Amidst its deathless ruins — for the air 

Is full of spirits in these mighty fanes, 

And they walk with you I As it sultrier grew, 

I laid me down within a shadow deep 

Of a tall, column of the Parthenon, 

And, in an absent idleness of thought, 

I scrawl'd upon the smooth and marble base. 

Tell me, O memory, what wrote I there? 

The name of a sioeet child I knew at Borne I 

I was in Asia. 'Twas a peerless night 

Upon the plains of Sardis, and the moon, 

Touching my eyelids through the wind-stirr'd tent. 

Had witched me from my slumber. I arose 

And silently stole forth, and by the brink 

Of " gold Pactolus," where his waters bathe 

The bases of Cybele's columns fair, 

I paced away the hours. In wakeful mood 

I mused upon the storied past awhile. 

Watching the moon, that, with the same mild eye, 

Had looked upon the mighty Lydian kings 

Sleeping around me — Croesus, who had heap'd 

Within that mouldering portico his gold. 

And Gyges, buried with his viewless ring 

Beneath yon swelling tumulus — and then 

I loiter'd up the valley to a small 
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And humbler ruin, where the undefiled* 
Of the Apocalypse their garments kept 
Spotless ; and crossing with a conscious awe 
The broken threshold, to my spirit's eye 
It seem'd as if, amid the moonlight, stood 
"The angel of the church of Sardis" still! 




And I again pass'd onward, and as dawn 
Paled the bright morning-star, I laid me down 
Weary and sad beside the river's brink, 
And 'twLxt the moonlight and the rosy mom. 



* " Tbou huat a few nan 
and thej shall walk with m 



even in Sardis vhich have not defiled their ga 
a white : for the; are worth;." — Bitelatioh, ii 
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Wrote with my finger in the ^* golden sands." 
Tell me, O memory, what wrote I there ? 
Tlte name of the sweet child I knew at Rome! 

The dust is old upon my "sandal-shoon," 
And still I am a pilgrim; I have roved 
From wild America to Bosphor's waters, 




And worshipp'd at innumerable shrines 
Of beauty ; and the painter's art, to me. 
And sculpture, speak as with a living tongue, 
And of dead kingdoms I recall the soul, 
Sitting amid their ruins. I have stored 
My memory with thoughts that can allay 
Fever and sadness, and when life gets dim. 
And I am overladen in my years. 
Minister to me. But when wearily 
The mind gives over toiling, and with eyes 
Open but seeing not, and senses all 
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Lying awake within their chambers dim, 
Thought settles like a fountain, still and clear — 
Far in its sleeping depths, as 'twere a gem, 
Tell me, memory, what shines so fair? 
TJie face of the sweet child I hneiv at Rome ! 



iirt^^aj ^txm. 



"The heart that we have lain near before our birth, is the only one that cannot forget that 
it has loved us." — Puilip Slinosby. 



My birthday! — Oh beloved mother! 

My heart is with thee o'er the seas. 
I did not think to count another 

Before I wept upon thy knees — 
Before this scroll of absent years 
Was blotted with thy streaming tears. 

My own I do not care to check. 

I weep — albeit here alone — 
As if I hung upon thy neck, 

As if thy lips were on my own. 
As if this full, sad heart of mine. 
Were beating closely upon thine. 
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Four weary years ! How looks she now ? 

What light is in those tender eyes? 
What trace of time has touch'd the brow 

Whose look is borrowed of the skies 
That listen to her nightly prayer? 
How is she changed since he was there 
Who sleeps upon her heart alway — 

Whose name upon her lips is worn — 
For whom the night seems made to pray — 

For whom she wakes to pray at mom — 
Whose sight is dim, whose heart-strings stir, 
Who weeps these tears — to think of her I 

I know not if my mother's eyes 

Would find me changed in slighter things; 
IVe wander'd beneath many skies, 

And tasted of some bitter springs; 
And many leaves, once fair and gay, 
From youth's full flower have dropp'd away — 
But, as these looser leaves depart, 

The lessen'd flower gets near the core. 
And, when deserted quite, the heart 

Takes closer what was dear of yore — 
And yearns to those who loved it first — 
The sunshine and the dew by which its bud was nursed. 



BIRTHDAY VKRSKS, 




Dear mother! dost tlioii love me yet? 

Am I remember'd in my homo? 
When those I love for joy arc met, 

Does some one wish that I would come? 
U 
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Thou dost — I am beloved of these! 

But, as the schoolboy numbers o'er 
Night after night the Pleiades 

And finds the stars he found before — 
As turns the maiden oft her token — 

As counts the miser aye his gold — 
So, till life's silver cord is broken, 

Would I of thy fond love be told. 
My heart is full, mine eyes are wet — 
Dear mother ! dost thou love thy long-lost wanderer yet ? 

Oh ! when the hour to meet again 

Creeps on — and, speeding o'er the sea. 
My heart takes up its lengthened chain. 

And, link by link, draws nearer thee — 
When land is hail'd, and, from the shore, 

Comes off the blessed breath of home, 
With fragrance from my mother's door, 

Of flowers forgotten when I come — 
When port is gain'd, and, slowly now. 

The old familiar paths are pass'd, 
And, entering — unconscious how — 

I gaze nj)on thy face at last. 
And run to thee, all faint and weak. 
And feel thy tears upon my cheek — 

Oh ! if my heart break not with joy, 
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The light of heaven will fairer seem; 
And I shall grow once more a boy : 

And, mother! — 'twill be like a dream 
That we were parted thus for years — 
And once that we have dried our tears, 
How will the days seem long and bright — 

To meet thee always with the morn, 
And hear thy blessing every night — 

Thy "dear^t," thy "firet-bom!" — 
And be do more, as now, in a strange land forloi-n ! 



HOMES FOR THE FRIENDLES 




^omfs for \\^i ^^ximUm. 



[uialtc funds were eontrlbutcd la builil 
ng habit i\ In manj cihs, a dUeatt^ w 
^ employment, and fVeediim ft^in teiii 
r^LBeemAA ptcimlnently Important eha 

le made, the BJogiDg of tha Ibllowing bymt 



III enilow the Hospital anil Ijirma. As Ibis tnoS 
ting only jecluslon In pure sir. goort oiunsel, In- 

y tbr our enliehleaeii eoiinlry. Perhaps it maj 



1 appeal 



sing the plaiO-Hani 



When God, to shield from cold and storm, 
Gave trees to build and fire to warm, 
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He did not mark for each his part, 
But gave to each a human heart. 

Each heart is told the poor to aid: 

Not told as thunder makes afraid — 

But, by a small voice whisp'ring there, 

Find thou, for God, the sufferer's share! 

Oh, prompting faint, to careless view, 
For work that angels well might do! 
But wisely thus is taught below 
Quick pity for another's woe. 

The world is stored — enough for all 
Is scattered wide 'twixt hut and hall ; 
And those who feast or friendless roam^ 
Alike frora God receive a home. 

Each houseless one demands of thee — 
Can aught thou hast the poor wxitls be? 
And pity breathes response divine — 
Take what I have, from God, that's thine ! 

For child, for woman's fragile form. 

More harsh the cold, more wild the storm ; 

14* 
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But most they bless a sheltering door 
Whom dark temptations urge no more. 

For Homes to these we earnest pray 
p]ach human heart may yearn to-day! 
And may such shelter, kindly given, 
Show the astray their door to Heaven ! 



I'ragmrat of a f om, 



WRITTKX FOR A MOTHER, AFTER THE DEATH OF A BELOVED AND BKAITIFUL DAUGHTBR. 
* w * * * ^ 4f -Sf ^ -Sf 

That she we loved is iviili us^ here, no more, 
We tearfully and mournfully may say — 
But not so mournfully that she is gone. 
Like one uplifted in a march by night. 
And borne on, to the morning, 'tis to her 
But an unwearied minute to the dawn; 
While we, with torn feet, on the darkling w^y, 
Follow to that same home, where she's at rest 
Waiting to give us welcome. Oh sad mother. 
The voice, within the soft lips where your love 
Look'd for its music, is all hush'd, we hnow ! 
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The roses that it parted have grown pale. 
But the same voice, with its accustomed tones, 
Lends to her sweet thoughts utterance where she is ; 
And oh, while, in the softer air of Heaven, 
It unlearns only its complaining — say ! — 
Is't well to wish, that, even to the ears 
That cannot sleep with aching for its music, 
'Twere audible again? ^ ^ ^ 
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©It Mitosittu a iajitism. 

She stood up in tlie meekness of a heart 

Resting on God, and lield her fair young child 

Upon her bosom, with its gentle eyes 

Folded in sleep, as if its soul had gone 

To whisper the baptismal vow in heaven. 

The prayer went up devoutly, and the lips 

Of the good man glow'd fervently with faith 

That it would be, even as he had pray'd. 

And the sweet child be gatherVl to the fold 

Of Jesus. As the holy words went on 

Her lips moved silently, and tears, fast tears, 

Stole from beneath her lashes, and upon 

The forehead of the beautiful child lay soft 

With the baptismal water. Then I thought 

That, to the eye of God, that mother's tears 

Would be a deeper covenant — which sin 

And the temptations of the world, and death, 

Would leave unbroken — and that she would know 

In the clear light of heaven, how very strong 

The prayer which press'd them from her heart had been 

In leading its young spirit up to God. 



THE MOTHKa TO HEB CHILD. 
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C|£ flofjEr to \itt C^ilii. 

Thev tell me thou art come from a far. world, 
Babe of my bosom ! that these little arms, 
Whose restlessness is like the spread of wings, 
Move with the memory of flights scarce o'er — 
That through these fringed lids we see the soul 
Steep'd in the blue of its reraember'd home; 
And while thou sleep'st come messengers, they say, 
Whispering to thee — and 'tis then I see 
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Upon thy baby lips that smile of heaven 

And what is thy far errand, my fair child ? 
Why away, wandering from a home of bliss. 
To find thy way through darkness home again ? 
Wert thou an untried dweller in the sky? 
Is there, betwixt the cherub that thou wert. 
The cherub and the angel thou mayst be, 
A life's probation in this sadder world? 
Art thou with memory of two things only, 
Music and light, left upon earth astray 
And, by the watchers at the gate of heaven, 
Look'd for with fear and trembling? 

God I who gavest 
Into my guiding hand this wanderer. 
To lead her through a world whose darkling paths 
I tread with steps so faltering — leave not me 
To bring her to the gates of heaven, alone! 
I feel my feebleness. Let these stay on — 
The angels who now visit her in dreams ! 
Bid them be near her pillow till in death 
The closed eyes look upon Thy face once more ! 
And let the light and music, which the world 
Borrows of heaven, and which her infant sense 
Hails with sweet recognition, be to her 
A voice to call her upward, and a lamp 
To lead her steps unto Thee! 




^OHlt^t. 



Storm had been on the hills. The day had worn 

As if a sleep upon the hours had crept ; 
And the dark clouds that gather'd at the mom 

In dull, impenetrable masses slept, 
And the wet leaves hung droopingly, and all 
Waa like the mouruful aspect of a pall. 

Suddenly, on the horizon's edge, a blue 
And delicate line, as of a pencil, lay, 

And, as it wider and intenser grew, 
The darkness removed silently away, 

And, with the splendor of a God, broke through 
The perfect glory of departing day : 

So, when his stormy pilgrimage is o'er. 

Will light upon the dying Christian ponr. 



LINUS ON LEAVING 



l^iius on S^eabiiig (Europe, 

IIRIGIIT flag at yonder tsipering mast! 

Fling out your field of azure blue ; 
Let star and stripe be westward cast, 

And point as Freedom's eagle flew ! 
Strain home I oh lithe and quivering spars! 
Point home, my country's flag of stars ! 




The wind blows fairl the vessel feels 
The presanro of the rising breeze, 

And, swiftest of a thousand keels, 
She leaps to the cjtreering seas ! 
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Oh, fair, fair cloud of snowy sail. 
In whose white breast I seem to lie. 

How oft, when blew this eastern gale, 
IVe seen your semblance in the sky. 

And long'd with breaking heart to flee 

On cloud-like pinions o'er the sea! 

Adieu, oh lands of fame and eld I 

I turn to watch our foamy track, 
And thoughts with which I first beheld 

Yon clouded line, come hurrying back; 
My lips are dry with vague desire, — 

My cheek once more is hot with joy — 
My pulse, my brain, my soul on fire ! — 

Oh, what has changed that traveller-boy ! 
As leaves the ship this dying foam, 
His visions fade behind — his weary heart speeds home! 

Adieu, oh soft and southern shore. 

Where dwelt the stars long miss'd in heaven — 
Those forms of beauty seen no more. 

Yet once to Art's rapt vision given I 
Oh, still th' enamored sun delays, 

And pries through fount and crumbling fane. 
To win to his adoring gaze 

Those children of the sky again! 

15 



LINKS ON LEAVING KlfHOPK. 




\ Hath made this land lier home 
forever ; 
And could I live for this alone — 
Were not my birthright 
hright.i.'r far 
Than such voluptuous slaves, can be — 
Held not the West one glorious star 

New-boru and blazing for the free — 
Soar'd not to heaven our eagle yet— 
Rome, with her Helot sons, should teach me to forget! 
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Adieu, oh fatherland! I see 

Your white cliffs on th' horizon's rim, 
And though to freer skies I flee 

My heart swells, and my eyes are dim! 
As knows the dove the task you give her. 

When loosed upon a foreign shore — 
As spreads the rain-drop in the river 

In which it may have flow'd before — 
To England, over vale and mountain. 

My fancy flew from climes more fair — 
My blood, that knew its parent fountain. 

Ran warm and fast in England's air. 

Dear mother 1 in thy prayer, to-night. 

There come new words and warmer tears ! 
On long, long darkness breaks the light — 

Comes home the loved, the lost for years! 
Sleep safe, oh wave- worn mariner ! 

Fear not, to-night, or storm or sea ! 
The ear of heaven bends low to her ! 

He comes to shore who sails with me ! 
The spider knows the roof unriven, 

"While swings his web, though lightnings blaze — 
And by a thread still fast on heaven, 

I know my mother lives and prays ! 
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Dear mother! when our lips can speak — 

When first our tears will let xis see — 
When I can gaze upon thy cheek, 

And thou, with thy dear eyes, on me — 
'Twill be a pastime little sad 

To trace what weight Time's heavy fingers 
Upon each other's forms have had — 

For all may flee, so feeling lingers ! 
But there's a change, beloved mother! 

To stir far deeper thoughts of thine ; 
I come — but with me comes another 

To share the heart once only mine ! 
Thou, on whose thoughts, when sad and lonely, 

One star arose in memory's heaven — 
Thou, who hast watch'd one treasure only — 

Wiiter'd one flower with tears at even — 
Room in thy heart ! The hearth she left 

Is darken'd to lend light to ours ! 
There are bright flowers of care bereft, 

And hearts — that languish more than flowers! 
She was their light — their very air — 
Room, mother I in thy heart ! place for her in thy prayer 
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(i)n 1^^ i^prto d %tk fir. mX^iU 

FROM HIS PARISH, WHEN CHOSEN PRESIDENT OF WABASH COLLEGE. 

Leave us not, man of prayer ! Like Paul, hast thou 

" Served God with all humility of mind," 

Dwelling among us, and " with many tears," 

" From house to house," " by night and day not ceasing," 

Hast pleaded thy blest errand. Leave us not ! 

Leave us not now! The Sabbath-bell, so long 

Link'd with thy voice — the prelude to thy prayer — 

The call to us from heaven to come with thee 

Into the house of God, and, from thy lips. 

Hear what had fall'n upon thy heart — will sound 

Lonely and mournfully when thou art gone! 

Our prayers are in thy words — our hope in Christ 

Warm'd on thy lips — our darkling thoughts of God 

Follow'd thy loved call upward — and so knit 

Is all our worship with those outspread hands. 

And the imploring voice, which, well we knew. 

Sank in the ear of Jesus — that, with thee, 

The angel's ladder seems removed from sight. 

And we astray in darkness ! Leave us not ! 

Leave not the dead! They have lain calmly down — 

15* 
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Thy comfort in their ears — believing well 
That when thine own more holy work was done, 
Thou woTildst lie down beside them, and be near 
When the last trump shall summoii, to fold up 




Thy flock affrighted, and, with that same voice 
Whose whiaper'd promises could sweeten death, 
Take up once more the interrupted strain, 
And wait Christ's coming, saying, " Here am I, 
And those whom thou bast given me ! " Leave not 
The old, who, 'mid the gathering shadows, chng 
To their aceustom'd staff, and know not how 
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To lose thee, and so near the darkest hour! 

Leave not the penitent, whose soul may be 

Deaf to the strange voice, but awake to thine ! 

Leave not the mourner thou hast sooth'd — the heart 

Turns to its comforter again! Leave not 

The child thou hast baptized! another's care 

May not keep bright, upon the mother's heart, 

The covenant seal; the infant's ear has caught 

Words it has strangely ponder'd from thy lips, 

And the remember'd tone may find again, , 

And quicken for the harvest, the first seed 

Sown for eternity! Leave not the child! 

Yet if thou wilt — if, "bound in spirit," thou 
Must go, and we shall see thy face no more, 
" The will of God be done ! " We do not say 
Remember us — thou wilt — in love and prayer! 
And thou wilt be remember'd — by the dead^ 
When the last trump awakes them — by the old, 
When, of the "silver cord" whose strength thou knowest. 
The last thread fails — by the bereaved and stricken^ 
When the dark cloud, wherein thou found'st a spot 
Broke by the light of mercy, lowers again — 
By the sad mother, pleading for her child, 
In murmurs difficult, since thou art gone — 
By all thou leavest, when the Sabbath-bell 
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Brings U3 together, and the closing hymn 
Hushes our hearts to pray, and thy loved voiee, 
That all our wants had grown to (only thus, 
'Twould seem, articulate to God), falls not 
Upon our listening ears — rcmember'd thus — 
Remembcr'd well- — in all our holiest hours — 
Will be the faithful shepherd we have lost! 
And ever with one prayer, for which our love 
Will find the pleading words — that in the light 
Of heaven we may behold his face once morel 




iatoit. 



— Chikleb Luib. 



Throw up the window I 'Tis a mom for life 
In its most subtle luxurj-. The air 
Is like a breathing from a rarer world ; 
And the south wind is like a gentle friend, 
Parting the hair so softly on my brow. 
It has come over gardens, and the flowers 
That kiss'd it are betray'd; for as it parts, 
With its invisible fingers, my loose hair, 
I know it has been trifling with the rose, 
And stooping to the violet. There is joy 
For all God's creatures in it. The wet leaves 
Are stirring at its touch, and birds are singing 
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As if to breathe were music, and the grass 
Sends up its modest odor with the dew, 
Like the small tribute of humility. 

I had awoke from an unpleasant dream, 
And light was welcome to me. I looked out 
To feel the common air, and when the breath 
Of the delicious morning met my brow. 
Cooling its fever, and the pleasant sun 
Shone on familiar objects, it was like 
The feeling of the captive who comes forth. 
From darkness to the cheerful light of day. 
Oh I could we wake from sorrow ; were it all 
A troubled dream like this, to cast aside 
Like an untimely garment with the morn ; 
Could the long fever of the heart be cooFd 
By a sweet breath from nature ; or the gloom 
Of a bereaved affection pass away 
With looking on the lively tint of flowers — 
How lightly were the spirit reconciled 
To make this beautiful, bright world its home! 
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in a ^onip |slf. 



'Tis the day my mother bore her son I 
She has thought since mom of her absent one. 
At break of day she remembered me 
With trembUng lip and bended knee; 
And, at the hour of morning prayer, 



180 BIRTHDAY IN A FOREIGN ISLE. 

She lias fix'd her eye on the empty chair; 

And, as my father bow'd to pray 

For one much loved and far away, 

My mother's heart has stirr'd anew. 

And tears have gusli'd her fingers through; 

And with moving lips and low-bent head, 

Her soul to heaven has melting fled. 

Mother I dear mother ! IVe wander'd long. 
And must wander still, in these lands of song. 
My cheek is burnt with eastern suns ; 
My boyish blood more tamely runs ; 
My speech is cold, my bosom seal'd ; 
My once free nature check'd and steel'd ; 
I have found the world so unlike thee ; 
I have been so forced a rock to be; 
It has froze my heart! — of my mother only. 
When the hours are sad, in places lonely — 
Only of thee — does a thought go by 
That leaves a tear in my weary eye ; 
I see thy smile in the clouded air ; 
I feel thy hand in my wind-stirr'd hair ; 
I hear thy voice, with its pleading tone. 
When else I had felt in the world alone — 
So alone, that there seem'd to be 
Only my mother 'twixt heaven and me ! 
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Mother! dear mother! the feeling nurst 
As I hung at thy bosom, clung round thee first. 
'Twas the earliest link in love's warm chain : 
'Tis the only one that will long remain ; 
And as, year by year, and day by day, 
Some friend still trusted drops away, 
Mother! dear mother! oh, dost thou see 
How the shorten'd chain brings me nearer thee ! 

Malta, Jan. 20, 1834. 




16 
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DEI.IVEUKP AT BROWN TNIVKKSITY, BEPTEMBEK 8, ISJl. 



Ir, ill tlie eyes that rest upon me now, 
J see the light of an immortal fire — 
If, ill the awe of concentrated thought, 
'['he solemn presence of a multitude 
Breathing together, the instinctive mind 
Acknowledges aright a type of God- — 
Then is the ruling spirit of thia hour 
(-ompell'd froin Heaven ; and if the soaring minds 
ITaher'd this day upon an untried flight 
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Stoop not their courses, we are met to cheer 
Spirits of light sprung freshly on their way. 

But, what a mystery — this erring mind ? 
It wakes within a frame of various powers, 
A stranger in a new and wondrous world. 
It brings an instinct from some other sphere, 
For its fine senses are familiar all. 
And, with th' unconscious habit of a dream, 
It calls, and they obey. The priceless sight 
Springs to its curious organ, and the ear 
Learns strangely to detect th' articulate air 
In its unseen divisions, and the tongue 
Gets its miraculous lesson with the rest. 
And in the midst of an obedient throng 
Of well-trained ministers, the mind goes forth 
To search the secrets of a new-found home. 

Its infancy is full of hope and joy, 
Knowledge is sweet, and Nature is a nurvse 
Gentle and holy; and the light and air, 
And all things common, warm it like the sun, 
And ripen the eternal seed within. 
And so its youth glides on; and still it seems 
A heavenward spirit, straying oftentimes. 
But never widely ; and if Death might come 
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And ravish it from earth, as it is now, 

We could almost believe that it would mount, 

Spotless and radiant, from the very grave. 

But manhood comes, and in its bosom sits 

Another spirit. Stranger as it seems, 

It is familiar there, for it has grown 

In the unsearch'd recesses all unseen — 

Or if its shadow darkened the bright doors, 

'Twas smiled upon and gently driven in ; 

And as the spider and the honey-bee 

Feed on the same bright flowers, this mocking soul 

Fed with its purer brother, and grew strong. 

Till now, in semblance of the soul itself. 

With its own mien and sceptre, and a voice 

Sweet as an angel's and as full of power. 

It sits, a bold usurper on the throne. 

What is its nature? 'Tis a child of clay, 

And bom of human passions. In its train 

Follow all things unholy — Love of Gold, 

Ambition, Pleasure, Pride of place or name, 

All that we worship for itself alone. 

All that we may not carry through the grave. 

We have made idols of these perishing things 

Till they have grown time-honor'd on their shrines, 

And all men bow to them. Yet what are they ? 

What is Ambition ? 'Tis a glorious cheat ! 
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Angels of light walk not so dazzlingly 

The sapphire walls of Heaven. The nnsearch'd mine 

Hath not such gems. Earth's constellated thrones 

Have not such pomp of purple and of gold. 

It hath no features. In its face is set 

A mirror, and the gazer sees his own. 

It looks a god, but it is like Idviself! 

It hath a mien majestical, and smiles 



Bewildering] y sweet — but how like Idmi 
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It follows not with fortune. It is seen 
Rarely or never in the rich man's hall. 
It seeks the chamber of the gifted boy, 
And lifts his humble window, and comes in. 
The narrow walls expand, and spread away 
Into a kingly palace, and the roof 
Lifts to the sky, and unseen fingers work 
The ceilings with rich blazonry, and write 
His name in burning letters over all. 
And ever, as he shuts his 'wilder'd eyes. 
The phantom comes and lays upon his lids 
A spell that murders sleep, and in his ear 
Whispers a deathless word, and on his brain 
Breathes a fierce thirst no water will allay. 
He is its slave henceforth! His days are spent 
In chaining down his heart, and watching where 
To rise by human weaknesses. His nights 

16* 
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Bring bim no rest in all their blessed bours. 
Hia kindred are forgotten or estranged. 
Unhealthful fires burn constant in bis eye. 
His lip grows restless, and its smile is curl'd 
Half into scorn — till tbe bright, fiery boy, 
That was a daily blessing but to see. 
His spirit was so bird-like and so pure, 
Is frozen, in tbe very flush of youth, 
Into a cold, care-fretted, beartlcsia man ! 

And what is its reward? At best, a name I 
Praise — when tbe ear has grown too dull to hear; 




Gold^when the senses it should please are dead; 
Wreaths — when the hair they cover has grown gray; 
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Fame — wlien the heart it should have thrill'd is numb; 

All things but love — when love is all we want; 

And close behind comes Death, and ere we know 

That ev'n these unavailing gifts are ours, 

He sends us, stripped and naked, to the grave! 

Is it its own reward? Reply to it, 
Every aspiring heart within these walls ! 
Summon the shadows of those bitter hours 
Wasted in brooding on neglect! Recall 
The burning tears wrung from a throbbing brain 
By a proud effort foil'd ; and after all 
These agonies are numbered, rack your heart 
Back to its own self-nurtured wretchedness, 
And when the pangs are crowded into one 
Of all life's scorpion-stings, and Death itself 
Is sent or stay'd, as it would bless or curse. 
Tell me if self-viisgiving torture not 
Unutterably more I 

Yet this is all ! 
The world has no such glorious phantom else. 
The spirit that could slave itself to OoM 
Hath never drunk of knowledge at the well. 
And Pleasure^ if the senses would expand 
And multiply with using, might delude 
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The flesh-imprison'd fancy — but not long. 
And earthly Love — if measured, is too tame — 
And if it drink, as in proud hearts it will, 
At the deep springs of life, is but a cloud 
Brooding with nameless sorrow on the soul — 
A sadness — a sick-heartedness — a tear 1 

And these are the high idols of this world ! 
Retreating shadows caught but at the grave — 
Mocking delusions, clianging at the touch — 
Of one false spirit the false children all. 
And yet, what godlike gifts neglected lie 
Wasting and marr'd in the forgotten soul ! 
The finest workmanship of God is there. 
'Tis fleeter than the wings of light and wind ; 
'Tis subtler than the rarest shape of air; 
Fire and wind and water do its will ; 
Earth has no secret from its delicate eye ; 
The air no alchymy it solveth not; 
The star-writ heavens are read and understood. 
And every sparry mineral hath a name. 
And truth is recognized, and beauty felt, 
And God's own image stamped upon its brow. 

How is it so forgotten ? Will it live 
When the great firmament is roU'd away? 



V 
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Hath it a voice forever audible, 
"I AM eternal!" Can it overcome 
This mocking passion-fiend, and even here 
Live like a seraph upon truth and light? 

How can we ever be the slaves we are. 
With a sweet angel sitting in our breasts ! 
How can we creep so lowly, when our wings 
Tremble and plead for freedom ! Look at him 
Who reads aright the image on his soul. 
And gives it nurture like a child of light. 
His life is calm and blessed, for his peace. 
Like a rich pearl beyond the diver's ken. 
Lies deep in his own bosom. He is pure, 
For the soul's errands are not done with men. 
His senses are subdued and serve the soul. 
He feels no void, for every faculty 
Is used, and the fine balance of desire 
Is perfect, and strains evenly, and on. 
Content dwells with him, for his mind is fed, 
And Temperance has driven out unrest. 
He heaps no gold. It cannot buy him more 
Of any thing he needs. The air of heaven 
Visits no freshlier the rich man's brow; 
He has his portion of each silver star 
Sent to his eye as freely, and the light 



1*K) POKM DKLIVKRKn AT BROWN DKIVERSITY. 
Of the blest sun poura on his book aa clear 
Aa on the golden niiaaal of a king. 




The spicy flowers are free to him ; the sward, 

And tender mosa, and matted forest leaves 
Are aa elastic to his weary feet ; 
The pictures in the fountains, and beneath 
Tlie spreading trees, fine pencillings of light, 
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Stay while he gazes on them ; the bright birds 

Know not that he is poor ; and as he comes 

From his low roof at morn, up goes the lark 

Mounting and singing to the gate of Heaven, 

And merrily away the little brook 

Trips with its feet of silver, and a voice. 

Almost articulate, of perfect joy. 

Air to his forehead, water to his lips, 

Heat to his blood, come just as faithfully, 

And his own faculties as freely play. 

Love fills his voice with music, and the tear 

Springs at as light a bidding to his eye; 

And his free limbs obey him, and his sight 

Flies on its wondrous errands everywhere. 

What does he need? Next to the works of God 
His friends are the rapt sages of old time ; 
And they impart their wisdom to his soul 
In lavish fulness, when and where he will. 
He sits in his mean dwelling and communes 
With Socrates and Plato, and the shades 
Of all great men and holy, and the words 
Written in fire by Milton,' and the King 
Of Israel, and the troop of glorious bards. 
Ravish and steal his soul up to the sky — 
And what is it to him, if these come in 
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And visit him, that at his hum^ble door 
There are no pillars with rich capitals 
And walls of curious workmanship within ? 

I stand not here in Wisdom's sacred stole. 
My lips have not been touch'd with holy fire. 
An humbler office than a counsellor 
Of human duties, and an humbler place, 
Would better grace my knowledge and my years. 
I would not seem presuming. Yet have I 
Mingled a little in this earnest world, 
And staked upon its chances, and have learn'd 
Truths that I never gather'd from my books. 
And though the lessons they have taught me seem 
Things of the wayside to the practised man, 
It is a wisdom by much wandering learn'd; 
And if but one young spirit bend its wing 
More in the eye of Ileaven because it knew 
The erring courses that bewilder'd mine, 
I have not suffered, nor shall teach in vain. 

It is a lesson oftener learn'd than loved — 
All knowledge is not nourishment The mind 
May pine upon its food. In reckless thirst 
The scholar sometimes kneels beside the stream 
Polluted by the lepers of the mind. 



POEM DELIVERED AT BROWN UNIVERSITY. 193 

The skeptic, witli his doubts of all things good 

And faith in all things evil, has been there ; 

And, as the stream was mingled, he has strown 

The shore with all bright flowers to tempt the eye, 

And sloped the banks down gently for the feet ; 

And Genius, like a fallen child of light. 

Has fiird the place with magic, and compell'd 

Most beautiful creations into forms 

And images of license, and they come 

And tempt you with bewildering grace to kneel 

And drink of the wild waters ; and behind 

Stand the strong Passions, pleading to go in ; 

And the approving world looks silent on ; 

Till the pleased mind conspires against itself. 

And finds a subtle reason why 'tis good. 

We are deceived, though, even as we drink, 

We taste the evil. In his sweetest tone 

The lying Tempter whispers in our ear, 

"Though it may stain^ 'twill strengthen your proud wings;" 

And in the wild ambition of the soul 

We drink anew, and dream like Lucifer 

To mount upon our daring draught to Heaven. 

I need not follow the similitude. 
Truth is vitality^ and if the mind 
Be fed on poison, it must lose its power. 

17 
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The vision that forever strains to err 
Soon finds its task a habit; and the taste 
That will own nothing true or beautiful 
Soon finds the world distorted as itself; 
And the loose mind, that feeds an appetite 
For the enticements of licentious thought, 
Contracts a leprosy that oversteals 
Its senses, like a palsy, chill, and fast. 

Another lesson with my manhood came. 
I have unlearn'd contempt. It is the sin 
That is engender'd earliest in the soul. 
And doth beset it like a poison-worm, 
Feeding on all its beauty. As it steals 
Into the bosom, you may see the light 
Of the clear, heavenly eye grow cold and dim. 
And the fine, upright glory of the brow 
Cloud with mistrust, and the unfettered lip. 
That was as free and changeful as the wind — 
Even in sadness redolent of love — 
CurPd with the iciness of a constant scorn. 
It eats into the mind till it pollutes 
All its pure fountains. Feeling, reason, taste 
Breathe of its chill corruption. Every sense 
That could convey a pleasure is benumb'd, 
And the bright human being, that was made 
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Full of all warm affections, and with power 
To look through all things lovely up to God, 
Is changed into a cold and doubting fiend, 
With but one use for reason — to despise! 

Oh, if there is one law above the r(\^t 
Written in wisdom — if there is a word 
That I w^ould trace as with a pen of fire 
Upon the unsunn'd temper of a child - 
If there is any thing that keeps the mind 
Open to angel visits, and repels 
The ministry of ill — 'tis human love! 
God has made nothing worthy of contempt. 
The smallest pebble in the well of truth 
Has its peculiar meaning, and will stand 
When man's best monuments have pass'd away. 
The law of heaven is love ; and though its name 
Has been usurp'd by passion, and profaned 
To its unholy uses through all time, 
Still, the eternal principle is pure ; 
And in these deep affections that we feel 
Omnipotent within us, we but see 
The lavish measure in which love is given; 
And in the yearning tenderness of a child 
For every bird that sings above his hend, 
And every creature feeding on the hills, 
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And every tree, and flower, and running brook, 
We see how every thing was made to hve. 
And how they err, who, in a world, like this, 
Find any thing, to hate but human pride ! 



Oh, if we are not bitterly deceived — 
If this familiar spirit that communes 
With yours this hour — that has the power to search 
All things but its own compass — is a spark 
Struck from the burning essence of its God — 
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If, as we dream, in every radiant star 

We see a shining gate through which the soul, 

In its degrees of being, will ascend — 

If, when these weary organs drop away, 

We shall forget their uses, and cornraune 

With angels and each other, as the stars 

Mingle their light, in silence and in love — 

What is this fleshly fetter of a day 

That we should bind it with immortal flowers! 

How do wc ever gaze u])on the sky, 

And watch the lark soar up till he is lost. 

And turn to our poor perishing dreams away. 

Without one tear for our imprisou'd wings ! 




THOUGHTS AT THE CLOSE OF A BALL. 




Sunrise C|ott§|ts at I^f CIose of a Sail. 



Mors in the East ! How coldly fair 
It breaks upon my fever'd eye I 

How cliidca the cahii and dewy air ! 
How chides the pure and pearly sky ! 
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The stars melt in a brighter fire — 

The dew, in sunshine, leaves the flowers — 

They, from their watch, in light retire, 
While we, in sadness, pass from ours. 

I turn from the rebuking morn, — 

The cold gray sky, and fading star, — 
And listen to the harp and horn, 

And see the waltzers near and far — 
The lamps and flowers are bright as yet. 

And lips beneath more bright than they, — 
How can a scene so fair beget 

The mournful thoughts we bear away ! 

'Tis something that thou art not here. 

Sweet lover of my lightest word ! 
'Tis something that my mother's tear 

By these forgetful hours is stirr'd ! 
But I have long a loiterer been 

In haunts where Joy is said to be. 
And though with Peace I enter in, 

Tlie nymph comes never forth wiili me ! 
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#n Smug a Srantiful ioii at flag. 

Down the green slope he bounded. Raven curls 

From his white shoulders by the winds were swept, 

And the clear color of his sunny cheek 

Was blight with motion. Through his open lips 

Shone visibly a delicate line of pearl, 

Like a white vein within a rosy shell, 
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And his dark eye's clear brilliance, as it lay 

Beneath his lashes, like a drop of dew 

Hid in the moss, stole out as covertly 

As starlight from the edging of a cloud. 

I never saw a boy so beautiful. 

His step was like the stooping of a bird. 

And his limbs melted into grace like things 

Shaped by the wind of summer. He was like 

A painter's fine conception — such an one 

As he would have of Ganymede, and weep 

Upon his pallet that he could not win 

The vision to his easel. "Who could paint 

The young and shadowless spirit? Who could chain 

The sparkling gladness of a heart that lives, 

Like a glad fountain, in the eye of light, 

With an unbreathing pencil? Nature's gift 

Has nothing that is like it. Sun and stream. 

And the new leaves of June, and the young lark 

That flees away into the depths of heaven. 

Lost in his own wild music, and the breath 

Of spring-time, and the summer eve, and noon 

In the cool autumn, are like fingers swept 

Over sweet-toned affections — but the joy 

That enters to the spirit of a child 

Is deep as his young heart : his very breath, 

The simple sense of being, is enough 
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To ravish him, and like a thrilling touch 
lie feels each moment of his life go by. 



Beautiful, beautiful childhood! with a joy 
That lik(* a robe is palpable, and flung 
Out by vour every motion ! delicate bud 
Of the immortal flower that will unfold 
And come to its maturity in heaven ! 
I weep your earthly glory. 'Tis a light 
Lent to the new-born spirit, that goes out 
With the first idle wind. It is the leaf 
Fresh flung upon the river, that will dance 
Upon the wave that stealeth out its life, 
Tlien sink of its own heaviness. The face 
Of the deli^^htful earth will to vour eve 
Grow dim ; the fragrance of the many flowers 
Be noticed not, and the beguiling voice 
Of nature in her gentleness will be 
To manhood's senseless ear inaudible. 
I sigh to look upon thy face, young boy ! 
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Upon a summer's morn, a southern mother 

Sat at the curtained window of an inn. 

She rested from long travel, and with hand 

Upon her cheek in tranquil happiness, 

Look'd where the busy travellers went and came. 

And, like the shadows of the swallows flying 

Over the bosom of the unruffled water, 

Pass'd from her thoughts all objects, leaving there, 

As in the water's breast, a mirror'd heaven — 

For, in the porch beneath her, to and fro, 

A nurse walk'd singing with her babe in arms. 

And many a passer-by look'd on the child 

And praised its wondrous beauty, but still on 

The old nurse troU'd her lullaby, and still. 

Blest through her depths of soul by light there shining 

The mother in her re very mused on. 

But lo ! another traveller alighted ! 

And now, no more indifferent or calm, 

The mother's breath comes quick, and with the blood 

Warm in her cheek and brow, she murmurs low, 

" Now, God be praised ! I am no more alone 
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[ A TRUE INCIDENT. 

In knowing I've an angel for my child, — 
Chance lie to look on't only I" With a smile — 




The tribute of a beauty-loving heart 

To things from God new-moulded — would have pass'd 

The poet, as the infant caught bis eye; 

But suddenly he turn'd, and with hia hand 
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Upon the nurse's arm, lie stayed her stej)s. 

And gazed upon lier burden. 'Twas a child 

In whose large eyes of blue there shone, indeed, 

Somethino; to waken wonder. Xever skv 

In noontide depth, or softly-breaking dawn — 

Never the dew in new-born violet's cup, 

Lay so entranced in purity! Xot calm, 

With the mere hush of infancy at rest, 

The ample forehead, but serene with tliought; 

And by the rapt expression of the lips, 

They seemed scarce still from a cherubic; hynm; 

And over all its countenance there breathed 

Benignit}", majestic as we dream 

Angels wear ever, l)efore God. "With <raz(^ 

Earnest and mournful, and his evelids warm 

With tears kept back, the ])oet kiss'd the child; 

And chasten'd at his heart, as having passM 

Close to an angel, went upon his way. 

Soon after, to the broken choir in heaven 
This cherub was recall'd, and now the mother 
Bethought her, in her anguish, of the bard — 
(Herself a far-off stranger, but his heart 
Familiar to the world,) — and wrote to tell hiin, 
The angel he ha(J recognized that morn. 
Had fled to bliss again. The j)0(^t well 
Remembered that child's ministry t(^ him ; 

18 
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And of tlie only fountain tiisit lie knew 

For healing, lie Boiigiit eomfort for the mother. 

And thus he wrotu: — 
ifvum not for the child from thij lundtriitss riven, 

Ere stain on its pitrilij fill! 
To thy q'wittlimiiig heart, Jo! an iitix>rer frrnn heaven: 

'■Is IT WELL WITH THE CIIIL])?"' " It IS WELL 1" 
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"The years of a iimn*s life are threescore ami ten." 

Oh, weary heart ! thou'rt half-way home ! 

We stand on life's meridian height— 
As far from childhood's morning come, 

As to the grave's forgetful night. 
Give Youth and Hope a parting tear — 

Look onward with a placid brow — 
Hope promised but to bring us here, 

And Reason takes the guidance now — 
One backward look — the last — the last! 
One silent tear — for Youth is past! 

Who goes with Hope and Passion back ? 

Who comes with me and Memory on ? 
Oh, lonely looks the downward track — 

Joy's music hush'd — Hope's roses gone! 
To Pleasure and her giddy troop 

Farewell, without a sigh or tear! 
But heart gives way, and spirits droop, 

To think that Love may leave us here ! 
Have we no charm when youth is flown — 
Midway to death left sad and lone * 
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Yut sliiy! -iui 'twi-n: u twiliglit star 

That wiuls ilK tlin^iul across tlio wave, 
r nM a briglitciiiiig liglit, fnnii far, 

Steal duwii ii path beyond tho grave! 
Anil now — liU'SM Goill — its golden line 

Comes o'er — ;ui(l lights my shadowy way — 

Anil shows the dear hand dasp'd in mine! 

Hut, list wliat those sweet voices say I 

71,'- h-ll'T land's ia sl'jht, 

And, hij I't.t cJumi'miiiff li'jht, 

AU love fiiiiii lijVn midirmj /« driven, 

■I- /u;rx vl.Ksp chsju'-fl hand vHI hrii,<j ihi-e on to heavmi \ 
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©It t^E §a\\ of etitarii f ajson, §. §. 

A SERVANT of tlie living God is dead 1 
His errand liath been well and early done, 
And early hath he gone to his reward. 
He shall come no more forth, but to his sleep 
Hath silently lain down, and so shall rest. 



"Would ye bewail our brother? He hath gone 
To Abraham's bosom. He shall no more thirst, 
Nor hunger, but forever in the eye, 
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Holy and meek, of Jesus, he may look, 

Unchided, and untcmpted, and unstained. 

Would ye bewail our brother? lie hath gone 

To sit down with the prophets by the clear 

And crj'stal waters ; he hath gone to list 

Isaiah's harp and David's, and to walk 

With Enoch, and Elijah, and the host 

Of the just men made perfect. lie shall bow 

At Gabriel's hallelujah, and unfold 

The scroll of the Apocalypse with John, 

And talk of Christ with Mary, and go back 

To the last supper, and the garden prayer 

With the beloved disciple. He shall hear 

The story of the Incarnation told 

By Simeon, and the Triune mystery 

Burning upon the fervent lips of Paul. 

lie shall have wings of glory, and shall soar 

To the remoter firmaments, and read 

The order and the harmony of stars ; 

And, in the might of knowledge, he shall bow, 

In the deep pauses of archangel harps, 

And, humble as the Seraphim, shall cry — 

Who, hij his searching, finds thee out, oh God ! 

There shall he meet his children who have gone 
Before him, and as other years roll on, 
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And his loved flock go up to him, his hand 
Again shall lead them gently to the Lamb, 
And bring them to the living waters there. 

Is it so good to die ! and shall we mourn 
That he is taken early to his rest ? 
Tell me ! oh mourner for the man of God ! 
Shall we bewail our brother — that he died? 
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6rtratt from ii fom 

DELIVERED AT THE DEPAllTUllE OF THE SENIOR CLASS OF YALE 

COLLEGE, IN 1S27. 

^c * •}:• 7f * ^<- ^ * -Jt 

We shall go forth togetlicr. There will come 

Alike the day of trial iiiito all, 

And the rude world will buffet us alike. 

Tem];)tation hath a music for all cars ; 

And mad ambition trumpeteth to all; 

And the ungovernable thought within 

Will be in every bosom eloquent; — 

But when the silence and the calm come on, 

And the high seal of character is set, 

We shall not all be similar. The flow 

Of lifetime is a graduated scale; 

And deeper than the vanities of power. 

Or the vain pomp of glory, there is set 

A standard measuring our worth for heaven. 

The pathway to the grave may be the same, 

And the proud man shall tread it, and the low. 

With his bow'd head, shall bear him company. 

And there will be no precedence of power. 
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In waking at the coming trump of God ; 

But in the temper of the invisible mind, 

The godlike and undying intellect, 

There are distinctions that will live in heaven. 

When time is a forgrotten circumstance! 

The elevated brow of kings will lose 

The imjircss of regalia, and the slave 

Will wear his immortality as free. 

Beside the crystal waters ; but the depth 

Of glory in the attributes of God, 

Will measure the capacities of mind ; 

And as the angels differ, will the ken 

Of gifted spirits glorify him more. 

'Tis life's probation task. Tlie soul of man 

Createth its own destiny of power ; 

And, as the trial is in tenser here. 

His beino; liath a nobler stren^rth in heaven. 

What is its earthly victory? Press on! 
For it hath tempted angels. Yet press on ! 
For it shall make you mighty among men ; 
And from the eyrie of your eagle thought, ' 

Ye shall look down on monarchs. Oh press on! 
For the high ones and powerful shall come 
To do you reverence: and the beautiful 
Will know the purer language of -your brow. 
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And read it like a talisman of love! 
Press on! for it is godlike to unloose 
The spirit, and forgcjt yourself in thought; 
Bending a })inion for the deeper sky, 
And, in the wry fetters of your flesh. 
Mating with the j)iir(j ess(»nees of heaven ! 
Press on! — "for in the grave there is no work, 
And no device." — Press on! wliile yet ye may! 

So lives the soul of ]nnn. It is the thirst 
Of his innnoi-tal iiatiire; and he rends 
The rock for secret fountains, and })ursues 
The path of the illimitable wind 
For mysteries — and this is human pride! 
There is a softer winding ])ath through life, 
And man mav walk it with unruflled soul, 
And drink its wayside waters till his heart 
Is still'd with its o'erflowing happiness. 
The chart by which to traverse it is writ 
In the broad book of nature. 'Tis to have 
Attentive and believing faculties; 
To go abroad rejoicing in the joy 
Of beautiful and well-created things ; 
To love the voice of waters, and the sheen 
Of silver fountains leaping to the sea ; 
To thrill with the rich melodv of birds, 



KXTBACT FROM A I'OKM. 




Living their life of muaic ; to be glad 

In tbe gay sunshine, reverent in the storm ; 

To see a beauty in the stirring leaf, 

And find calm thoughts beneath tbe whispering tree , 

To see, and bear, and breathe the evidence 

Of God'a deep wisdom in tbe natural world I 

It is to linger on " tbe magic face 
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Of human beauty,'' and from light and shade 
Ahkc to draw a lesson ; 'tis to know 
The cadences of voices tliat are tuned 
By majesty and purity of thought; 
To gaze on woman's beauty, as a star 
Whose j)urity and distance make it fair; 
And from tlie spt^ll of nmsic to awake, 
And feel tliat it has j)uriried tlie lieart ! 
It is to love all virtiu*, like the light. 
Dear to the soul as sunshine to tlie eve ; 
And when the scuises and the mind are filFd 
Like wells from these involuntary springs, 
It is to calm the trembling depths with prayer, 
That it may be but a reflected Heaven. 

Thus would I, at this parting hour, be tru^^ 
To teachings which to me have priceless been. 
Thus would I — like a just de])arting child, 
Who lingers on the threshold of his home — 
Strive, with vague nuirmurings and lingering looks. 
To store up what were sweetest to recall. 
And oh, be this remember'd ! — that when life ' 
Shall have become a weariness, and hope 
Thirsts for serener waters, we may go 
Forth to God's wild-wood tem|)les, and while all 
Its choirs breathe music, and its leafy aisles 
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Are Bolema with tbe beauty of the woi'lil, 
Kneel at its unwrought altar, and the cup 
That holds the " living ■waters" will be near. 
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Co a ^ut ^tk'atii. 



The music of tlie waken'd lyre 

Dies not upon the quivering strings, 
Nor burns alone the minstrel's fire 

Upon the lip that trembling sings; 
Nor shines the moon in heaven unseen, 

Nor shuts the flower its fragrant cells, 
Nor sleeps the fountain's wealth, I ween. 

Forever in its sparry wells — 
The spells of the enchanter lie 
Not on his own lone heart — his own rapt ear and eye, 

I look upon a face as flxir 

As ever made a lip of heaven 
Falter amid its music-prayer 1 

The first-lit star of summer even 
Springs not so softly on the eye, 

Nor grows, with watching, half so bright, 
Nor 'mid its sisters of the sky, 

So seems of heaven the dearest light — 
Men murmur, where that face is seen, 
My youth's angelic dream was of that look and mien. 
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Yet though we doeiii the stjirs arc hlcst, 
And envy, in our grief, the flower 

That bears but sweetness in its breast, 
And fear th' enchanter for his power, 

And love the minstrel for the spell 
He winds out of his lyre so well — 
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The stars are almoners of light, 

The lyrist of melodious air, 
The fountain of its waters bright. 

And every thing most sweet and fair 
Of that ])y whieh it charms the ear, 

The eye, of him that passes near — 
A lamp is lit in woman's eye 
That souls, else lost on earth, remember angels by 
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Contmilation. 



** They are all up — the innumerable stars — 

And hold their place in heaven. My eyes have been 

Searching the pearly depths through which they spring 

Like beautiful creations, till I feel 

As if it were a new and perfect world, 

Waiting in silence for the word of God 

To breathe it into motion. There they stand, 

Shining in order, like a living hymn 

Written in light, awaking at the breath 

Of the celestial dawn, and praising Him 

Who made them, with the harmony of spheres. 

I would I had an angel's ear to list 

That melody. I would that I might float 

Up in that boundless element, and feel 

Its ravishing vibrations, like the pulse 

Beating in heaven ! My spirit is athirst 

For music — rarer music! I would bathe 

My soul in a serener atmosphere 

Than this ; I long to mingle with the flock 

Led by the * living waters,' and to stray 

In the * green pastures' of the better land I 

*19 
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When wilt thou break, dull fetter 1 When shall I 
Gather my wiugs, and like a rushing thought 
Stretch onward, star by star, up into heaven !" 
Thus mused Aletho. She was one to whom 
Life had been like the witching of a dream, 
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Of an untroubled sweetness. She was born 

Of a high race, and lay upon the knee, 

With her soft eyes perusing listlessly 

The fretted roof, or, on Mosaic floors, 

Grasp'd at the tesselated squares inwrought 

With metals curiously, ller childhood ])ass'd 

Like faery — amid fountains and green haunts — 

Trying her little feet u])on a lawn 

Of velvet evenness, and hiding flowers 

In her sweet breast, as if it were a fair 

And pearly altar to crusli incense on. 

Her youth — oh! that was queenly! She was like 

A dream of ])oetrv that inav not be 

Written or told — (exceeding beautiful I 

And so came worshi])pers ; and rank bow'd down 

And breath'd upon her heart-strings with the breath 

Of pride, and bound her forehead gorgeously 

With dazzling scorn, and gave unto her step 

A majesty — as if she trod the sea. 

And the proud wav(\s, unbidden, lifted her ! 

And so she grew to woman — her mere look 

Strong as a monarch's signet, and her hand 

Tlie ambition of a kingdom. From all this 

Turn'd her high heart away ! She had a mind, 

Deep, and immortal, and it would not feed 

On pageantry. She thirsted for a spring 
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Of a serener element, and drank 
Philosophy, and for a little while 
She was allayed, — till, presently, it turned 
Bitter within her, and her spirit grew 
Faint for undying waters. Then she came 
To the pure fount of God, and is athirst 
No more — save when the fever of the world 
Falleth upon her, she will go, sometimes. 
Out in the star-light quietness, and breathe 
A holy aspiration after Heaven. 
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ietter foments. 

EARLY POEM 

My mother's voice ! Low often creep 

Its accents on my lonely hours ! 
Like healing sent on wings of sleep, 

Or dew to the unconscious flowers. 
I can forget her melting prayer 

While leaping pulses madly fly, 
But in the still, unbroken air 

Her gentle tone comes stealing by — 
And years, and sin, and folly flee. 
And leave me at my mother's knee. 

The evening hours, the birds, the flowers, 

The starlight, moonlight — all that's meet 
For heaven in this lost world of ours — 

Remind me of her teachings sweet. 
My heart is harder, and perhaps 

My thoughtlessness hath drunk up tears ; 
And there's a mildew in the lapse 

Of a few swift and chequer'd years — 
But nature's book is even yet 
With all my mother's lessons writ. 



BETTER MUUENTS. 




I liave been out at eventide 

Beiieiitb a moonlight sky of spring, 
When earth was gamish'd like a bride, 

And night had on her silver wing — 
When bursting leaves, and diamond grass, 

And waters leaping to the light, 
And all that make the pulses pass 

With wilder flectnesa, throng'd the night— 
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When all was beauty, then have I' 

With friends on whom my love is flung 
Like myrrh on winds of Araby, 

Gazed up where evening's lamp is hung, 
And when the beautiful spirit there 

Flung over me its golden chain, 
My mother's voice came on the air 

Like the light dropping of the rain — 
And resting on some silver star 

The spirit of a bended knee, 
IVe pour'd out low and fervent prayer 

That our eternity might be 
To rise in heaven, like stars at night, 
And tread a living path of light. 

I have been on the dewy hills. 

When night was stealing from the dawn, 
And mist was on the waking rills. 

And tints were delicately drawn 
In the gray East — when birds were waking, 

With a low murmur in the trees, 
And melody by fits was breaking 

Upon the whisper of the breeze — 
And this when I was forth, perchance 
As a worn reveller from the dance — 

And when the sun sprang gloriously 
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And freely up, and hill and river 

Were e;itdiing upon wave and tr© 
The arrows from his subtle quiver 




I say a voice has thrill'd me then, 
Heard on the still and rushing light, 

Or, creeping from the silent glen. 
Like words from the departing night, 

Hath stricken me, and I have preas'd 
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On the wet grass my feverVl brow, 

And pouring forth the earliest 
First prayer, with which I learned to bow 

Ilave felt my mother's spirit rusli 
Upon me as in by past years, 

And, yielding to the blessed gusli 
Of my ungovernable tears, 

Have risen up — the gay, the wild — 

Subdued and humble as a child. 



[written for a picture.] 

I LOVE to look on a scene like this, 

Of wild and careless play. 
And persuade myself that I am not old, 

And my locks are not yet gray; 
For it stirs the blood in an old man's heart, 

And makes his pulses fly, 
To catch the thrill of a happy voice, 

And the light of a pleasant eye. 

I have walk'd tlie world for fourscore years: 
And they say that I am old, 



on 
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That my heart ia ripe for the reaper Death, 
And my years are well-nigli told. 




It ia very true ; it is very true ; 

I'm old, and "I 'bide my time:" 
But my heart will leap at a scene like this, 

And I half renew my prime. 
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t 

Play on, play on ; . I am with you there, 

In the midst of your merry ring ; 
I can feel the thrill of the daring jump. 

And the rush of the breathless swing. 
I hide with you in the fragrant hay, 

And I whoop the smothered call, 
And my feet slip up on the seedy floor, 

And I care not for the fall. 

I am willing to die when my time shall come, 

And 1 shall be glad to go ; 
For the world at best is a weary place. 

And my pulse is getting low ; 
But the grave is dark, and the heart will fail 

In treading its gloomy way ; 
And it wiles my heart from its dreariness, 

To see the young so gay. 



2S2 THE ELMS OF NEW IIAVEX 



Cl]c (Elms of fldir Dabcn. 



[EXTRACTS FROM A POEM DKLIVERKI) BEFORE THE LINONIAX SOCIETY 

OF YALE COLLEGE, NEW HAVEN.] 



* ^ ^ ^ Tlic leaves we knew 

Are gone, these many summers, and the winds 

Have scatter'd them all roughly through the world ; 

But still, in calm and venerable strength, 

The old stems lift their burdens up to heaven, 

And the young leaves, to the same pleasant tune, 

Drink in the light, and strengthen, and grow fair. 

The shadows have the same cool, emerald air; 

And prodigal as ever is the breeze. 

Distributing the verdure's temperate balm. 

The trees are sweet to us. The outcry strong 

Of the long- wandering and returning heart. 

Is for the thing least changed. A stone unturn'd, 

Is sweeter than a strange or alter'd face; 

A tree, that flings its shadow as of yore, 

Will make the blood stir, sometimes, when the words 

Of a long-look'd-for lip fall icy cold. 

Ye, who in this Academy of shade, 
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Dreamt out the scholar's dream, and then away 

On troubled seas went voyaging with Care, 

But hail to-day the well-remember'd haven — 

Ye, who at memory's trumpet-call, have stay'd 

The struggling foot of life, the warring hand, 

And, weary of the strife, come back to see 

The green tent where your harness was put on — 

Say — when you trod the shadowy street this morn, 

Leapt not your heart up to the glorious trees? 

Say — was it only to my sleep they came — 

The angels, who to these remember'd trees 

Brought me back, ever? I have come, in dream, 

From many a fair land, many a brighter sky. 

And trod these dappled shadows till the mom. 

From every Gothic isle my heart fled home. 

From every groined roof, and pointed arch, 

To find its type in emerald beauty here. 

The moon we worshipped through this trembling veil, 

In other heavens seem'd garish and unclad. 

The stars that burn'd to us through whispering leaves. 

Stood cold and silently in other skies. 

Stiller seem'd alway here the holy dawn 

Hush'd by the breathless silence of the trees ; 

And who, that ever, on a Sabbath morn. 

Sent through this leafy roof a prayer to Heaven, 

And when the sweet bells burst upon the air, 

20* 
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Raw the leaves quiver, and the flecks of light 

Leap like Ciiressiug angels to the feot 

Of the church-going multitude, but felt 

'I'Lat here, God's day was holier — that the trees, 

Pierced by these shining spires, and echoing ever 

"To prayer!" "To prayer!" were but the lofty roof 

Of an unhewn cathedral, in whose choirs 
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Breezes and storm-winds, and the many birds 
Join'd in the varied anthem ; and that so, 
Resting their breasts upon th(^se bending limbs, 
Closer, and readier to our need they lay — 
The spirits who keep watch 'twixt us and lleavcn. 

- '. - '- ^'' A^ ^ -^ '^ '^ -t- 

Alas! not spirits of bright wing alone 
" Dwell by the oracle of God.'' The tree 
That with its bright spray fans the sacred spire, 
And trembles like a seraph's lyre to prayer, 
Is peopled with the lying ministers 
To new-born passions, who, with couchant ear, 
Follow the lone steps of the musing boy, 
And ere the wild wish struggles to the light. 
Mask its dark features, and wnth silvery voice 
Promise it wings resistless. Back, to-day. 
Comes many a foot, all wearily and slow 
That went into the world with winged heel ; 
And many a man, still young, though wisely sad. 
Paces the sweet old shadows with a sigh. 
The spirits are so mute to manhood's ear 
That tranced the boy with music. On a night, 
'^^rhe fairest of a summer, years ago, 
There walk'd a youth beneath these arching trees. 
The moon was in mid-heaven, an orb of gold. 
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The air was rock'd asleep, or, 'mid the leaves 

Waked without whisper. On the pavement lay 

The broken moonbeams, like a silver net. 

Massive and motionless, and, if a bird 

Sang a half earol as the moon wore on 

And look'd into liis nest, or if the note 

Of a monotonous insect caught the ear, 

The silence was but challen<red bv the sound, 

And night seem'd stiller after. With his heart 

Robb'd of its sentinel, the youth paced on. 

His truant soul lay breathless on his lips, 

Drowsed with the spell of the voluptuous air : 

And shut was memory's monitory book ; 

And mute, alas 1 as they will sometimes be. 

Were Heaven's rebuking angels. Then uprose 

In the unguarded chamber of his heart, 

A murmur, inarticulate and wild; 

And ere it had a semblance, or a name, 

A soft voice from the trees said, " Wak'st thou there ? 

Wak'st thou, at last, nature? Thou hast slept. 

Far through the morn, and glowing flowers of joy. 

Many and bright ones, hast thou lost forever ; 

But life is full of roses — eome away! 

Shut up those dreary books, and come away! 

Why is the night so passionately sweet, 

If made for. study and a brow of care ? 
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Why are your lips pride, and your eyes soft fire ? — 
Why beautiful in youth, — if cold to joy? 
List to the pleading senses, where they lie, 
Numb and forgotten in the cell of thought ; 
Yet are they God's gift — precious as the rest. 
Use what thou hast — turn to the soft path ever, — 
And, in the garden of this pleasant world, 
Pluck what seems fairest to thee !" A light \vind 
Stole through the trees, and with its airy hand 
Lifted the leafy veil from off the moon ; 
And steadflistly Night's solemn eye look'd in 
Upon the flush'd face of the troubled boy — 
And the mysterious voice was heard no more. 

Again 'twas night. A storm was in the air; 

And, by his pale and solitary lamp, 

A youth of sterner temper than the last, 

Kept the lone scholar's vigil. He had laid 

His book upon its face, and with his head 

Turn'd to the rattling casement, sat erect. 

And listen'd to the shrill, tempestuous wind. 

Gust after gust swept by, and as the scream 

Of the careering tempest fiercer came, 

The youth's dark brow crouch'd lowering to his eye, 

And his thin lips press'd bloodlessly together ; 

And with some muttering words, as if replying 
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To voices that calFd to him from the storm. 

He rose, and hurriedly stole forth. The air 

B(dow the lashing tree-tops was all black. 

The lofty trunks creakM staggering in the wind. 

But all invisi])ly; and in the skv 

Was only so much li^ht as must be there 

While hope is in the world. Small need had then 

The spirit who would wile that heart from Heaven 

To lend it mask or utterance. With step 

Reckless and fast the wanderer sped on, 

And as the tempest smote u})on his breast. 

And howlingly fled past, he clench'd his hands. 

And struck his stn^ng arms through the air, and rusliM 

Headlong with flying fury through the dark. 

Breathless and hoarse, at last, against the trunk 

Of a vast tree he stood ; and to an ear 

Bending from out the branches as they swung, 

Unconsciously he mutter'd : — " I am weak. 

And this wild storm is mighty ; but I feel 

A joy in its career, as if my soul 

Breathed only thus. I am aroused — unchainM, 

Something gives outcry in me that was dumb. 

Something that pined for weapons is in arms. 

And set on with a trumpet. Glorious blast I 

What is my poor tranquillity of life — 

My abject study — to thy stormy joy? 
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An intellect is mine — a passive soul 

Antagonist to nothing — while for thee, 

A senseless element, are wings and power — 

Power to dash the stars out from the skv — 

AVings to keep pace with midnight round the world. 

The lightning's fiery traverse is no bar. 

The thunder's hush no check, the howling trees 

Ordy thy music. Demon, if thou art ! 

Prince of thd^ powers of air, if such there be! 

Darkness and conflict are my element. 

As they are thine !" The storm lull'd suddenly, 

The tortured trees stood silent in the gloom, 

And all was still — save that amid the leaves 

Stirr'd a low murmur, which, like airy lips. 

Whispering close into the scholar's ear. 

Became articulate: — " Be calm ! be calm ! 

Return to thy neglected books, and read ! 

Thou shalt have all thou wilt, but, in thy books. 

Lie weapons keener than the lightning's edge. 

And in thy intellect a power of ill 

To which the storm-wind is an infant's anger. 

The blast blots out the stars that shine again. 

The storm-wind and the darkness leave the trees 

Brighter for morn to smile on ; but the mind 

Forges from knowledge an archangel's spear. 

And, with the spirits that compel the world. 
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Conflicts for empire. Call thy hate of day, 
Tliy scorn of men, ambition ! — and, if moved 
By something in thy heart to wrong and slay — 
Justice sits careless with a bloody sword ; 
Religion has remorseless whips ; and gold 
Brings to thy spurning foot the necks of men. 
Be thou the sword — the whij) — get thou the gold 
And borne triumphant upon human praise, 
The lightning were too slow to do thy will - - 
The stormy night not black enough." Again 
Toward the window glimmering through the dark 
The scholar turn'd, and with a pallid brow. 
But lips of marble, fed his wasting lamp. 
And patiently read down the morning star. 
And he was changed thenceforward. ^ ^ 



* * ^ * ^^ Wave once more 
The wand athwart the mirror of the past. 
A summer's eve in June. The sun had shot 
A golden arrow down yon leafy aisle. 
And to his tent gone in. The dusty air 
Paraded in his glory. The bright spires. 
Like mourners who still see the lost in heaven. 
Shone in his smile as if he had not set ; 
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And presently, amid his glowing track, 
Like one who came reluctant to replace 
The great light newly fled, the evening star 
Stood forth with timid and diminish'd ray — 
But brighten'd as the sun was longer gone, 
I-ifc was a feast at this delicious hour. 
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And all came forth to it. The bent old man 

Paced musingly before his open door. 

The tired child, with hands cross'd droopingly, 

Sat at the threshold. Slowly pass'd the dame; 

Slowly the listless scholar, sauntering back 

To his shut books unwillingly ; and low — 

Soften'd and low — as if the chord of love 

Were struck and harmonized throughout the world, 

The hum of voices rose upon the air. 

Hush'd were the trees the while ; and voiceless lay 

The wakeful spirits in the leaves, till, lo! 

A pale youth,* mingling in the throng! With light 

And airy step, and mien of such a grace 

As breathes through marble from the sculptor's dream, 

He pass'd, and after him the stranger's eye 

Turn'd with inquiring wonder. Dumb no more 

Were the invisible dwellers in the trees ; 

For as he went, the feathery branches seem'd 

To " syllable his name ;" and to the ears 

Of them who met him, whispering music flew. 

Stealing their hearts away to link to his. 

"Love him!" the old man heard as if the leaves 

Of his own roof-tree murmur'd it; "Love well 

The poet who may sow your grave with flowers, 



* James Hillhousb, who had died at New Haven a few months before. 
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The traveller to the far land of the Past, 

4 

Lost to your feet foreve?!" Sadly lean'd 

The mourner at her window as he came, 

And the far-drooping elm-leaf touch'd her brow, 

And whisper'd, ^^ He has counted all thy tears! 

The breaking chord was audible to him! 

The agony for which thou, weeping, saidst 

There was no pity, for its throbs were dumb — 

He look'd but in thine eyes, and read it all ! 

Love him for sorrowing with thee!" The sad child. 

Sitting alone with his unheeded grief, 

Look'd at him through his tears, and smiled to hear 

The same strange voice that talk'd to him in dreams 

Speak from the low tree softly; and it said — 

" The stranger who looks on thee loves the child ! 

He has seen angels like thee ; and thy sorrow 

Touches his own, as he goes silent by. 

Love him, fair child !" The poor man from his door, 

Look'd forth with cheerful face, and as the eye, 

The soft eye of the poet, turn'd to his, 

A whisper from the tree said, "This is he 

Who knows thy heart is human as his own. 

Who, with inspired numbers, tells the world 

That love dwells with the lowly. He has made 

The humble roof a burden in sweet song — 

Interpreted thy heart to happier men! 
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Love liim! oh, love him, therefore!" The stem man. 

Who, with the tender spirit of a child, 

Walks in some thorny path, unloved and lone; 

The maiden with her secret; the sad mother, 

Speaking no more of her dishonor'd boy. 

But bound to him with all her heart-strings yet — 

These heard the trees say, as the poet pass'd, 

" Yours is the mournful poetry of life. 

And in the sad lines of your silent lips. 

Reads he with tenderest pity! Knit to him 

The hearts he opens like a clasped book. 

And, in the honey 'd music of his verse. 

Hear your dumb griefs made eloquent!" With eye 

Watchful and moist, the poet kept his way. 

Unconscious of the love around him springing ; 

And when from its bent path the evening star 

Stepped silently, and left the lesser fires 

Lonely in heaven, the poet had gone in. 

Mute with the many sorrows he had seen; 

And with the constancy of starry eyes, 

The hearts he touch'd drew to him. * * 



"CHILD riEED OF PLAT." 




©n t|e 
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Tired of play 1 Tired of play I 

What hast thou done this livelong dayl 

The birds are silent, and so is the bee ; 

The sun is creeping up steeple and tree ; 

The doves have flown to the sheltering eaves, 

And the nests are dark with the drooping leaves ; 

Twilight gathers, and the day is done — 

How hast thou spent it — restless one! 
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Playing? But what hast thou done beside 
To tell thy mother at eventide? 
What promise of mom is left unbroken ? 
"What kind word to thy playmate spoken? 
Whom hast thou pitied, and whom forgiven? 
How with thy faults has duty striven? 
What hast thou learn'd by field and liill, 
By greenwood path, and by singing rill ? 

There will come an eve to a longer day, 
That will find thee tired — but not of play ! 
And thou wilt lean, as thou leanest now, 
With drooping limbs and aching brow. 
And wish the shadows would faster creep. 
And long to go to thy quiet sleep. 
Well were it then if thine aching brow 
Were as free from sin and shame as now ! 
Well for thee, if thy lip could tell 
A tale like this, of a day spent well. 
If thine open hand hath relieved distress — 
If thy pity hath sprung to wretchedness — 
If thou hast forgiven the sore offence, 
And humbled thy heart with penitence — 
If Nature's voices have spoken to thee 
With her holy meanings eloquently — 
If every creature hath won thy love, 
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From the creeping worm to the brooding dove — 

If never a sad, low-spoken word 

Hath plead with thy human heart unheard — 

Then, when the night steals on, as now, 

It will bring relief to thine aching brow. 

And, with joy and peace at the thought of rest. 

Thou wilt sink to sleep on thy mother's breast. 



(YALE COLLEGE, 1S27.) 

The night creeps wearily. I lit my lamp 

To hide the brightness of that morning star 

That mocks me with a sleeplessness like mine — 

Coldly and glitteringly apart and lone ! 

How unlike life it is — this sickness- waking ! 

Conscious of life's enfeebled link no more 

The soul feels death-released ; and, as the star 

Wakes not the colors of earth's slumbering flowers, 

Nor warms the darkness of the mountain brow 

From which so pathlessly it soars away. 

So, with strange lift, unnaturally bright. 

The sick man's thought soars tracklessly and far : 

The pale cheek on the pillow, and the pulse 

Of the sad silent heart, made deathlier only 

By thought in which their faintne^s has no share ! 



248 



UNSEEN SPIRITS. 



,ig;i-«^^jg?,^ 




Eiisccn ^jiirits. 



The shadows lay along Broadwa}', 
'Tw«s near tlie tvriiiglit-tide — 

And slowly there a lady fair 
AVas walking in her pride. 

Alone walk'd she; but, vie\ 
Walk'd spirits at her side. 
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Peace charm'd the street beneath her feet, 

And Honor charmed the air; 
And all astir look'd kind on her, 

And caird her good as fair — 
For all God ever gave to her 

She kept with chary care. 

She kept with care her beauties rare 

From lovers warm and true — 
For her heart was cold to all but gold. 

And the rich came not to woo-r 
But honored well are charms to sell 

If priests the selling do. 

Now walking there was one more fair — 

A slight girl, lily-pale ; 
And she had unseen company 

To make the spirit quail — 
'Twixt Want and Scorn she walked forlorn, 

And nothing could avail. 

No mercy now can clear her brow 

For this world's peace to pray; 
For, as love's wild prayer dissolved in air, 

Her woman's heart gave way! — 
But the sin forgiven by Christ in heaven 

By man is cursed alwayl 



250 TO CHARLES ROUX, OF SWITZERLAND. 



Co Charles "gottr, of ^toit^erlanlf. 

WRITTEN IN HIS ALBUM WHEN HE WAS THE AUTHOR'S TEACHER IN MODERN LANGUAGES 

YALE COLLEGE, 18-27.) 

I WOULD not leave tluit land, if I were tliou — . 
That glorious land of mountain and of flood, 

Whereon is graven God. 
As if its hills were chosen for Earth's brow. 
And its loud torrents gave the words he spoke, 

Leaping from rock to rock. 

I would not leave it — for its children gave 
Their blood like water, for a word, " be free !" 

Their last breath, "Liberty!" 
Till Switzerland was made a mighty grave — 
A land where heroes like a harvest fell — 

The land of William Tell. 

I would not leave it: — ^yet the holy wing 
Of Freedom shadoweth this land, as thine I 

And when I call it " mine," 
I make myself a greater than a king. 
We welcome freemen — and we welcome thee — 

Dwell with us, and BE FREE ! 
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Co a Citg f i^eott* 



Stoop to my window, thou beautiful dove ! 
Th}^ daily visits have touch'd my love ; 
I watch thy coming, and list the note 
That stirs so low in thy mellow throat, 

And my joy is high 
To catch the glance of thy gentle eye. 

Why dost thou sit on the heated eaves. 

And forsake the wood with its freshened leaves ? 

Why dost thou haunt the sultry street, 

When the paths of the forest are cool and sweet ? 

How canst thou bear 
This noise of people — this sultry air? ' 

Thou alone of the feather'd race 

Dost look unscared on the human face; 

Thou alone, with a wing to flee. 

Dost love with man in his haunts to be ; 

And the "gentle dove" 
Has become a namrC for trust and love. 



252 TO A CITY PIGEOX. 

A holy gift is thine, sweet bird ! 
Thou'rt named with childhood's earliest word ! 
Thou'rt link'd with all that is fresh and wild 
In the prison'd thoughts of the city child ; 

And thy glossy wings 
Are its brightest image of moving things. 

It is no light chance. Thou art set aj^art, 
Wisely by Ilim who has tamed thy heart, 
To stir the love for the bright and fair 
That else were sealed in this crowded air ; 

I sometimes dream 
Angelic rays from thy pinions stream. 

Come then, ever, when daylight leaves 
The page I read, to my humble eaves. 
And wash thy breast in the hollow spout. 
And murmur thy low sweet music out ! 

I hear and see 
Lessons of heaven, sweet bird in thee ! 
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I SADDEN when thou smilest to my smile, 
Child of my love ! I tremble to believe 
That o'er the mirror of that eye of blue 
The shadow of my heart will always pass ; — 
A heart that, from its struggle with the world, 
Comes nightly to thy guarded cradle home, 
And, careless of the staining dust it brings, 
Asks for its idol ! Strange, that flowers of earth 
Are visited by every air that stirs. 
And drink in sweetness only, while the child 
That shuts within its breast a bloom for heaven. 
May take a blemish from the breath of love, 
And bear the blight forever. 

I have wept 
With gladness at the gift of this fair child I 
My life is bound up in her. But, oh God I 
Thou know'st how heavily my heart at times 
Bears its sweet burden ; and if thou hast given 
To nurture such as mine this spotless flower, 
To bring it unpolluted unto thee, 
Take thou its love, I pray thee! Give it light — 
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2')] FIRST IMPRESSION OF A STAR. 

^riiough, following the sun, it turn from me I 
But, by the chord thus wrung, and by the light 
Shining about her, draw me to my child ! 
And link us close, oh God, when near to heaven! 



% (DliWs i;irst Imjirmtoit of a ^tar. 

She had been told that God made all the stars 
That twinkled up in heaven, and now she stood 
Watching the coming of the twilight on, 
As if it were a new and perfect world, 
And this were its first eve. She stood alone 
By the low window, with the silken lash 
Of her soft eye upraised, and her sweet mouth 
Half parted with the new and strange delight 
Of beauty that she could not comprehend 
And had not seen before. The purple folds 
Of the low sunset clouds, and the blue sky 
That look'd so still and delicate above, 
Fiird her young heart with gladness, and the eve 
Stole on with its deep shadows, and she still 
Stood looking at the west with that half smile, 
As if a pleasant thought were at her heart. 
Presently, in the edge of the last tint 
Of sunset, where the blue was melted in 



ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG GIRL. 255 

To the faint golden mellowness, a star 
Stood suddenly. A laugh of wild delight 
Burst from her lips, and putting up her hands, 
Her simple thought broke forth expressively — 
"Father! dear father! God has made a star!" 



#11 t\t get^ of a lottitg §irL 

'Tis difficult to feel that she is dead. 

Her presence, like the shadow of a wing 

That is just lessening in the upper sky. 

Lingers upon us. We can hear her voice, 

And for her step we listen, and the eye 

Looks for her wonted coming with a strange. 

Forgetful earnestness. We cannot feel 

That she will no more come — that from her cheek 

The delicate flush has faded, and the light 

Dead in her soft dark eye, and on her lip. 

That was so exquisitely pure, the dew 

Of the damp grave has fallen! Who so loved. 

Is left among the living? Who hath walk'd 

The world with such a winning loveliness, 

And on its bright brief journey gathered up 

Such treasures of affection ? She was loved 



) ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG GIRL. 

Only as idols are. She was the pride 

Of her familiar sphere — the daily joy 

Of all who on her gracefulness might gaze, 

And in the light and music of her way, 

JIavc a companion's portion. "Who could feel, 

While looking upon beauty sucli as hers, 

That it would ever perish ? It is like 

The melting of a star into the sky 

While you are gazing on it, or a dream 

In its most ravishing sweetness rudely broken. 
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